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PREFACE 


The fame of Co^^'per, like that of every other poet 
worthy to be reckoned among tlic foremost names of 
literature, has gone through various vacissiludes The 
ups and downs of changing taste arc indeed the tests of 
real reputation , and it is only the names that re-emerge, 
walh lustre changed, perhaps, but scarcely dimmed, from 
the cold shades of neglect and forgetfulness, that arc 
worthy to be inscribed on the national roll as a lasting 
glory and honour to the language There are many who 
enjoy a very agreeable reputation in their own da> to 
whom this ordeal is fatal, and there are few thmgs at 
once more humbhng and more comical than the juxta- 
position of names which now and then a cntical genera- 
tion will make, to its own confusion Thus Shenstonc 
asd cv'cn Rowe liarc been in their day coupled with 
Shakespeare, and Dnntc was once considered a rude 
and barbarous rhymstcr in the sublime presence of 
Lorenzo dci Media Con-jicr, who has no such rank, 
has, however, suffered like his greater brethren by the 
changes of popular feeling, and has gone out of fashion 
all the more completely for the Icmporaty causes which 
at his outset added to his fame There are almost alwajs 
some adventitious circumstances to increase the due 
weight of poebc ment with the poet’s contemporaries 
The mere fact that they arc contcraporanes gives his 
'generation an interest in him, besides the more true 
effect of a mind fashioned by the same influences, and 
probably moving in a line of thought harmonious with 
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tbeir o\Mi. In this there is nothing that detracts from 
the common interest of mankind, but rather a charm and 
attracUon additional, an mdmduality which gives char- 
acter to the general Shakespeare is true Elizabethan 
but he IS still truer man , and the large and noble atmo- 
sphere of a mogmficent age adds somethmg to, but never 
impairs, the humamty which we all share Even Pope, 
the exponent of so much less heroic a period, loses but 
little from the fact that his ways of thinkmg and the 
r cry air he breathes are different from ours And when 
the adventitious arcumstances which enhance the poetry 
at Its first bursting forth arc personal, as m such a case 
as Bjnron’s, the passing away of their temporary influence 
takes nothing from the true merit upon which every final 
lerdict has to be founded If we are not earned away 
by enthusiasm for the beautiful young peer and hero, w c 
can still understand the state of mmd of those who w ere 
so, and, though unimpressed ourselves, can comprehend 
sympathetically how his first readers were impressed 
But Cowper is under the action of a different class of m 
fluences The temjjorary advantage which enhanced his 
work to his generation wais neither that of personal attrac 
tiveness nor of general harmony with his age He repre- 
sented, indeed, and afforded utterance to a large party 
in his age, bindmg wilhng fetters upon his gentle genvis 
to make himself more and more its spokesman and 
exponent. His hope and ambihon avas to be the poet of 
religion — and that not of rehgpon in the broadest sense, 
not of duane Chnstianit) in its largeness and fulness, but 
of the special form of religion which a special revival of 
interest m sacred subjects at a moment of much profanity 
and race had called forth The faith, not es en of Calvin, 
but of John Newton, represented Chnstianity to Cowper’s 
ej es He knew no kind of piety but that w hich was die 
tated by this form of doctrine, and he tutored himself to 
M its interpreter to the world which loved i etse bettdr * 
than sermons Immediately he had^his reward , he was 
admitted not onl) by the lovers of poetry into the sacred 
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arclc of tlic poets ; but he vvns wnnnly hnilcd ond ndoplcd 
In ihcmj’Ti'idsAxhoknou nolhmjr about htcnturc, jet love 
o1>o\ c oU things to ln\ c their on n sentiments uttered for 
them m the hnguogc of \crsc Wien it occurs to poctr) 
to be placed beside his I'lble bj the dcsout reader's lied 
side, It Ins reached i height nt nhich no cntical standards 
haao: anj sany 1 he n nters who attain this eminence are 
seldom great , thej ore usmlh dc\out Ininnstcrs, niilhors 
of verses real enough to strike a responsive note in pious 
hearts, thoiigli vnthoui any \nlue in art But when by 
chance a true poet reaches this position, his fame, for the 
moment nl least, is licjond measure Kcblc, in our own 
generation, has readied it b} Uic strength of an inspira- 
tion which IS the same in its source but entire!) different 
in ns manifestation from tint of Cowjier, and wlnl 
poet has reached so suddtnl) and casil) anything like 
the universal popuhnt) of the Chnsttan Yfar^ 

fhis, however, which add-, so inimcnsel) to immediate 
apprcentioii, is bad for the future Kcblc nn) not 
suffer , he is so much kss than Cow per in mtnnsic merit, 
tint if he loses this standing ground, no other wall be 
left of appreciable imgnitiuk, and he must go altogether 
if he faik at all but at (he same time be is far safer 
than Cow per, insomuch as his is the romance of re 
lupon, with man) picturesque elements m it, of Gothic 
ordiilccturc, and fine music, and licauliful nlual, be 
Sides Its all pervading devotion Even were the faith 
of tlic Evangelical part) to return again, os perhaps, 
after the long reign of free tliml ing and ovcr-hlieralit) , 
it ma) do, the pious sentiment of Keblc would still keep 
him afloat But Cow per Ins little chance of gaining 
toleration either from tlie High Cliurdi or the indifferent 
world For his religiousness is of a far more rigid 
kind Though lie can see, none licltcr, the love of 
God in the smile of nature, and point out the innocent 
* homage of creation to its Maker, )ct he cannot permit 
us to join m that komage w ithoiit a distinct profession 
of faitli He wall allow no general statements, no vague 
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hopes, but -snll dn\o us to nccount for our belief before 
he smU allow that we have an> chance at all lie and 
his fellow-believers were in the position of being very 
sure of every tenet they held. Doubt to them "as sin, 
to be sternly crushed upon tlic threshold of the mind, 
not gently encouraged and applauded as an almost aartue 
The fires of hell blazed to tliem upon the \ crj confines of 
this "orld, only to be escaped b> a flight which, if not 
accomplished to day, it might be too late to make to 
morrow The “fountain filled with blood drawai from 
Emmanuel’s veins," which horrifies us now as with an 
image at onccdisgustingand profane, w as to them a rev crent 
and loving description of the clucf object of faith It is 
impossible to imagine a more complete change of pbrasco 
log) and sentiment than that which has passed over even 
the section of the Church most near m its vacivs to those 
entertamed by Coivper Ever) thing has been relaxed, 
doctnno and statement, and the requirements of ortho 
doxy, and the practice of the devout Those who axe 
the very descendants of his teachers and leaders pass w ith 
a shudder o\ cr his denunciations, or explain them aw a) 
on the ground of insanity and a mind unhinged But 
there was no insanity in Cowpeds doclnnc, though in Ins 
personal application of it there might be much Whit- 
field had preached the same , Newton enforced it in a 
world of fiery sermons , and Wilbcrforcc reasoned with 
the world over it, with a logic that thousands found 
irresistible. It was the utterance of the lughest religious 
earnestness of the time We arc not so earnest m any 
thing nowadays as they were in their determination not 
to bate a word, not to soften a threat, to warn ci ciy man 
tliat his soul was forfeit, and that we must not lose a 
moment in fleeing from the wrath to come We hav c 
lost much of the caraestness, perhaps something of the 
religion, m our tendency to soften every possible expres 
non, sad admit every gentler interpretation, and make 
the best of our case instead of the wocst, as they thought 
It necessary to do z b 
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It IS this cxtraordinai} change in the tone of religious 
thought nhidi more than -inj thing else has set Con-per 
at a disadvantage. Those descriptions of nature in whicli 
nobod} has surpassed the gentle poet of OInc}, and 
those delightful domestic scenes in which nobody has 
equalled him, can ne\er cease to charm the candid reader 
There is an absolute truth in these pictures, a daring 
adherence to nhat he secs, m which the timid poet 
shows an independence and boldness unknown not 
onl} in his own day, but eren m the after-age, whicli, 
moulded unconsciously by his example, and by the 
breach of tradition u hich he accomplished, made plain- 
ness of language into a S}’stcm, and threw off ostentatiously 
the bonds which poetry has tdwa}’3 worn, the more 
exalted diction, the choice of lugh effects and avoidance 
of the ordinary which has been with her an article of 
faith. This faith Cowper abandoned even more entirely 
than his successor Wordsworth, who formulated the 
rebellion. Most people have forgotten, and Words 
worth altogether ignored, this precedent, partly in his 
intense and narrow vosion remaining unconscious of Ins 
predecessor, his e}cs being so closely fixed upion his own 
Iheoiy and so convanced of its origmality that he was 
scarce!} cognisant of what had been done before him 
But CowpePs self-emonapation from the ornate words 
of ancient use and wont and the more elevated themes 
supposed to be essential to poetry was more complete ev en 
than M ordsworth’s He had no notion that his s}-stem 
w os a new one, nor purpose of establishing a changed 
rule m the canons of poeti} Indeed his own poetic 
successes and fame hav can accidental cliaractcr altogether, 
as things which were never calculated upon m his own 
conception of his life, but stumbled into unawares in his 
endeavours to escape from the enemies of his peace. In 
^ thisaltcmpthcwasnotrcsponsibletoany cntical tnbunal, 
nor did he occupy Ins attention with any precedent To 
keep his particular -demons at bay, to fill up the languid 
hours of an idle life, was the declared motive of his great 
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poem, The Task , -md os it is chiefly upon this poem that 
his position as an onginal power in poelrj is founded, wc 
may confine our obsenations to that remarkable work 
His position in it is quite indindual and peculiar, It 
may be worth the reader’s while to contrast it with that 
of Gray who went before him and Wordsworth who 
came after him 

There neier was a more exquisite eiening landscape 
than that which Gray has painted for us, in the dim and 
pensiv c tints that become the hour The tw ilight painters 
who have now grown to a school, the English Mason, 
the French Corot, and so man> more, have nothing that 
IS equal to the soft waning of the light, the balmj dim 
ness, the falling dews and shadows, the faint sounds of 
“parting da)” — in this wonderful picture. True in 
ex ery half tint to the hour and the scene, it is ) el so 
suffused with the atmosphere of imagination nnd poetry 
that wc might be content to choose it as a S)Tnbol of the 
indescnbable and infinite difference between mere prose 
fact and poetical truth It embodies not onl) the scene 
but the sentiment — the wislfulncss, the sadness, the regret, 
which are the natural accompaniments in the heart of the 
end of day It is sometimes supposed that it ow es half 
Its populanty to its subject, and Gray himself is reported, 
m a kind of anger w ith his own fame, to ha\ e Said so-^ 
foolishly, we think , ns well resent the delight with which 
we look upon the work of a great painter, because, if he 
has done nobly, it is Nature we think of first and not the 
hand that has rendered her It is very unlikd) indeed 
that die ordmary observer placed in a country church 
joird at the close of a summer da) w ould think of the 
buned capabiliUes under these swelhngs of the turf He 
would think of the wicked who cease from troubling and 
the wear) xvho are at rest, and perhaps, if his soul was 
touched wnth tender association, with some tlinll of awe 
and self reflection, would remember that the “poor in ' 
habitants below ” had once been as himself, and that he 
too b) and by would be as the) But to the poet there 
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occTirr T}>e ^aj tiar i* ctf«i cr-J 

ro: bri7a;j''3t v, ns.t v m tJc * Lch jt £*•'’$ 

bbt tba daj itjU braaib** ava/ -vijin £ o'' tocom 

s*n] Jingf^r^j cpon tbe - arm precirctc o'" J3 c 
cbear^r,! £p-j ca' sr^ 2 Icrjgin" icoJ. Ltb "d, 

!o ?„rn *b. depth." of fin'r neanja^i iLat are ha''<- imrc:'! 
in defltli mi re^'err ha-f fo-rd ezp'c ^ ■■m 2 ' all A3I 
tliosa m^,! ' na t oks-s cu'n 'jaic to L m in .re lij-zu^i t. 
of the nu‘e ingler) tee *h, "tibiae liamp-im, 

liie poets /'o nme re'er '-n^, toe or-q_efora -kPo 
base, ce er fy-gl't li is th'- r'oc* pro'h'rnd crp'eis on 
of the ■vn’hfDJi'- ^ o'" t: e horr, the palnos and r^-ine*, 
the crOihIment, ■'J’ch g’.e: to ii^e previim^ 

sadcesi — allhougo its h'^tr’d rmoo.hnca; ard grace, 
V e V ho are ro , .so tal e the poem ,.-;th a hind cf con- 
<3ir-oenrV-n, as a prece o'^iaeiodj ani ; tJe iro'e I>ut it 
n not a iimf'e rep'evt-tajon of '’atuie- Ora/ is ro* 
hna.ed to gi >e *-s sshat he aces ar“i no mere. 7 o Dar.te 
the same tiling shaoon-s ardd;,T’g Ii^ht, ssitn tr.e £'>nRd 
drr/ppmg tc'ocg/i of the c-mert LojI, tne “carfe/* v^Jneh 
lolls the hnell o'" parting da/,” the "s-milla <3i loatano, 
die paia il gior’o p-a-ger cne £ mere,” raggeat-s toe 
.■ar'fel roeagers a* fcea, v,} o tl.at ds.y Jia-e L dde-n fare- 
ve'l to gentle fne^'dt And Here Ir^j tr.e eraaiii'e 
Kanron^ r me idea "v ith tl'e setae j^Krateo al' hearta 
In LoJi t''e Iradrcape onlj lacnes as v,h‘^ it hai got its 
haman sc. J 

Vie n*ed not ea*m‘"iih the same tJeta 1 into the sea 
l 'T'n’t of Vrorarrorh, ..ladi tr erjhoa/ i noex Hii 
landscapes a'e all fell of human feehrg The pro- 
gress of h% the de-dopamt cd tre aaitere aad I'/x/ 
nrtjes that hanaonise vnai his: mo..ataia.j, the nolle if 
someames £*raintd p .. o"-oph/ c to '"Vch re ^ts in cnl 
and gooo pj his scheme o'" t ’t an erse, mmgle vi.r 
em/'i/ one of the many pr*!>er.a' one of natere "'hich it is 
Ids ipictaJ Ci'lcf; to hifo-'o ns He 3 ., ne"er a painter 
wjcl^, -or IS 3 t 3fi arj case only the Jard=cap" that hi" 
pencil draws Jt .s ai/aya mstinct »n‘n moial/ty a-d 
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sentiment, with the dudopment i>f linmin fccimi; nn-l 
the life of tliousht 

liut CoM-per st-inds Uforc iw m i gentle on; inalil) 
■which is Ic-s ptofonud indeed, liut. mote nmjilc, more 
dusmlcrcsled tlnn -inj of th-'^t “ the hngingc of 
genuine iK)i.to," ‘'•i)-^ Mr Molthcv Arnold niih a refer- 
ence to Monisworih’s cniicism of Dr^den, “Ic the 
bngvngc of one compi’vMng with hi-, eje on the object ’ 
The poets to Mhom we lm\c refened did this hit thfj 
did Eomcllung more — the) had their eye on further 
\isions, on spiritual objects shadowing forth licjond the 
real Cow per is among them the onK real landscajw 
painter, whose eje seeks no other dcpllis hut that of the 
air about him, who is content wi’h itie horiron he sees, 
and paints us tilings as they ate Out of a woihl nil 
rustling witli mj thologics, from which Graj only escapes 
by intcri-als, he walks, straight foniardnnd '•iinplc, into a 
scene which he will tnck out in no adicntitioiis intcrc-.t 
Of all men he was the one most concerned to pul a 
moral to esety word he waolc — it was no wash to lianish 
hmnanitj from his picture that moicd him Indeed, 
whcncicr a human figure comes m his wnj he puts it in 
wath a realistic force that is delightful It is pcrhni's 
more difficult to explain why we should lie ehatmed hj 
the picture of the woodman and his dog ctovsmg ths 
wintry landscape, than it is to understand the interest 
of the imagination in the suggestions of the iC/ra, or 
the rciclalions of high human sittuc, sorrow, or way 
Hardness, which people Wordsworth’s mountain glens 
and hamlets. Yet so it is. And Cowyier was the first 
to insuiulc this manner of comjiosition in lusngc Ills 
eye was always on the object A recent critic makes 
the curious statement tlial Cowper was one of those who 
enforced the idea that society and not nature was the 
first object of study This opinion may ha\c lakai 
its rise m those earlier productions in which lies ambition 
WM to play “the monitor’s if not thcr poet’s pan,’’ and 
enlighten mankind as to their licst interests — hut could 
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not he founded upon mj’ know ledge of Cow’per’s greater 
work Here nature is all in all — there is no am^re 
fensfe in Ins descriptions and hreezy broad landscapes 
B) times indeed he turns aside nltogctliLr and sermonises 
for pages together But these are digressions from his 
subject The landscapes of The Task arc facsimiles 
of the landscapes before him, the objects which he had 
always under his eje He put down what he found 
there w ith a minuteness and exactness in which no looker- 
on can be deceit cd In those direct and sunhnghi 
pictures he seldom moralises, he seeks no aid of human 
sentiment. He paints what he sees with a fine instinct 
of all that IS in the picture, wath none of the hardness 
of a photograph, but wath something of its unsparing 
fidcht}, seeing ctcrjthing He had not the help of any 
plulosophical thcoiy as to the cquahlj of all subjects, and 
the nece.ssitj of treating ctcrything impartially in verse , 
hut he did it without the theorj', and far more boldlj 
than the theorist himself ever attempted to do Who 
but Cow per has ever ventured to make immortal a dog 
— a dog not clothed in sentiment, not the emblem of 
fidcht}, not enshrined m any dumb pathetic manifesta 
non of love to man, — a mere fourfooted creature, in the 
energy of movement and life? 

* “ Shasgv nnd lean and shrewd, with pointed cars 

And tail cropped short, — half lurcher and half cur, 

His dojr attends him Close behind his heel 
Now creeps he slow and now walh Dian> a fnsV, 

Wde scampenne, snatches up the drifted snow 
With irory teeth, or ploughs it with his snout, 

Then shakes his powder d coat and barks for joj 

A child would laugh with pleasure at this descnption 
— and when we read it it gives us a distinct sense of 
gratification, of recognition, of kindly sjanpathy , nnd 
}et there is no approach to human sentiment in it, 
nothing hut a rcpr^uclion of what was under his eyes. 
Tlic frost} landsc-d^lo comes all before us, with the nng 
of this bark of joy in its thin and nipping air We smell 
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the woodman’s tobacco which he adjusts “with pressure 
of his thumb," as he goes forth “unconcerned," crossing 
our way These arc not sublime images, nor do they 
demand the aid of splendid dictiom They arc so real 
that they ought to be prosaic, matter of-facl, unpoetical 
But they are not unpoetical, they arc immortal Nothing 
can push that barbing cur out of htcntiire, csccpt the 
collapse of literature altogether After a hundred years 
we arc still exhilarated by his aimless delight as he 
ploughs up the snow — and watch his master going out 
to his work as if It had been yesterday , with the fncndli 
cst toleration of “the short tube that fumes beneath 
his nose." To define exactly’ how it is that this picture 
so charms us would be a delicate task for any cntic. It 
is easy enough to explain the fascination of the Tlhgy , 
and the deserted hut of Margaret in the Lxaimon, or the 
light shining in the cottage window over a whole glen in 
lore and patience, to guide a wanderer home — “which 
shepherds call the exenmg star” — touch a chord which 
responds on the moment But the charm of the other is 
at once more subtle and more simple — a delight in reality , 
in the permanence of a picture which has pleased us by 
moments, and taken us out of oursebes — in the long 
faithfulness of the world to the same e\ cry day inadents 
and innocent sensations Arc these the causes of odt 
pleasure ? kVc cannot account for it in any other w ay 
Cow per pushed this expenment of his upon human 
mtcrest \ery far It was no expenment so far as his 
consciousness was concerned He saw all the minutio. 
of the landscape wath eyes full of humorous and genial 
observation, begtuled out of his own niisenes by the sight, 
the air, the distance, the rural sounds , ev en the strange 
show of his own shadow “sphndhng into longitude 
immense,” the few rare rustic figures passing by, gaxe 
him a faint yet perfect pleasure, a grateful sense of relief 
So long as he was out of doors and his thoughts thus 
wathdrawn from himself, he found existence a possibility 
This and not any idea of what was permissible m poetry 
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was his meaning He had tried their eflect doubly upon 
hunself before he tned it upon his readers , and there 
was nothing meretricious about that effect, nothing untrue 
It was altogether genuine, natural, unforced, ivith no 
false elements m it. His picture gallery extends as we 
accompany him on, but always contmues in the same 
level. He condescends to no fiction, no subliming 
influences Here comes trudging through the night the 
waggoner, “in pond’rous boots beside Ins steaimng 
team,” the waggon, a moving hill of snow, the horses 
Mith wide -expanded nostnls and he with “half- shut 
eyes, and puckered cheeks, and teeth presented bare 
against the storm,” or we watch the cottage child going 
home through the twilight with one small candle 
“dangled along at the cold finger’s end,” or bolder 
picture sbll, the thievish sparrows fluttenng about the 
highroad, “lean pensioners upon the traveller’s track 
while among the woods — 

" The redbreast ■warbles still, but is content 
With slender notes and more than half suppressed. 

Pleased wth his solitude, and flitting hght 
From spray to spray , where er he rests he shakes 
From many a twig the pendant drops of ice, 

That tinkle in the withered leaves ^low ” 

• How simple are all these descriptions, bow devoid of 
every foreign charm 1 Neither story nor sentiment is 
in them — no reflection of the poet’s mood nor invitation 
to the reader’s fancy yet something so wholesome and 
fresh in its living reality, that though the effect may not 
be so lofty as when our souls are starred, it is almost 
more good, more refreshing, a more sensible advantage 
and rehef Nature is exquisite in every page, not tncked 
out in human imaginations, but sober-sweet m her own 
everlasting calm This was what healed the troubled 
^ spint of the wnter himself when works and ways of 
men were all distasteful to him, and everything out of 
;omt From the jery directness of the effect upon him- 
self he seems to bring the power of that faithful, tender 
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reflections upon all subjects breaJv in continually, flowing 
into monologue, into endless exliortations and addresses 
to the world It is himself and his thinkings, his opinions 
on all subjects, his moral indignations and religious 
fen ours, that occupy the poem, sometimes uearjnng 
our minds and sometimes arrestmg our sympathies 
This being the case, it is almost more remarkable that 
he should be able to leave himself out nhen he comes 
to the landscape, and furnish us with so many delightful 
scenes apart from the personality of the much-reasoning, 
often polemical being who fills the remainder of the 
space. The reader wU sec by the autobiographical 
arrangement we ha\e attempted to make how entirely 
The Task is Conner But Olney is not Coivper, nor the 
banks of Ouse, nor all tliose snow)', frosty bnghtnesscs 
of his ^vmter walks. The distinction thus made is ver)’ 
unusual and perfect in its way 

And if his landscapes are so northy of attention, what 
shall we say of the domestic scenes which arc so entirely 
his o\vn ? The fireside, that institution which we have all 
prided ourselves upon as so distmctively and exclusively 
English, may be said to be in its literary form Cowper’s 
invention. He is the apostle of domestic life. He is 
the first poet to whom the household board, the kindly 
■warmth of the household hearth, the social fellowship of 
the little family circle, has giv'en inspiration Calm 
affection, gentle talk, feminine occupations, the tran- 
quillity which suits a sober age and chastened life, the 
reflective enjoyments of a mind detached from the 
world, all warmed and soothed by that comfort which 
IS a Bntish deity and household god, have found in him 
their exponent, tlieir laureate, almost their founder, so 
far as the appreciation of mankind is concerned It is 
not, it may be said, an e-xalted ideal of existence , but 
perhaps there is no image and realisation of life which 
" has so much encouraged everyday happiness, and done 
so much for the ss>lace of those classes who are least 
considered in the world, as this gentle parlour, with its 
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draxTO curtains and cheerful fire, winch Con per has 
made into one of the rcpicscntahsc scenes of English 
hfe and there is no one that has more entered into 
tile consciousness of manhmd The salon, bnihant nalli 
nat and bcautj , nith fine company and great names, aiherc 
the art of conversation is earned to its highest Inumphs, 
and ever) thing glows and glitters, is a French and not an 
English ideal The fireside is our insular shnne of liappi* 
ness. Its atmosphere has coloured the mind, the aery 
imagination of the country The scnscofwhatcouldhcdis 
cussed there, of the subjects that Mere possible, tbe scenes 
that were m beeping Math the tranquillitj of the domestic 
tnbunal, has had an cficct which probablj nothing else 
could have had in keeping our literature purer, our moral 
standard higher , and it has raised incalculably that 
lower level of happiness Mhich seldom, perhaps, reaches 
an) tnumphant ude, but which makes hfe endurable to 
a countless multitude who have none of its pnres wathm 
their reach It is to Cowper that we owe it if this 
domestic life, so often scorned by those who arc the 
spokesmen of the race, unnecessary to those whoac 
vitality is at its highest flood, has been received amid 
the modes of existence best knovvaa to the world, asso- 
ciated everywhere wath the English name, and recognised 
not onl) as worthy of all respect, but as full of clinrm, 
refinement, and a delicate kind of pleasure. To say 
that recent generations have been less amenable to its 
gentle rule, that the ideal has somewhat palled upon us, 
and that, in our profound cxpcnence of those defects 
which arc inseparable from ever) human advantage, vve 
are less sure of the supreme supcnonl) of the fireside 
than w e were at the beginning of this century, is another 
matter It would perhaps be wiser to say that the 
ideal has descended lower down, that perhaps it never 
was the ideal of the highest class of English society, and 
that now— vvhen that highest class is indefinitelv enlaiged, 
and many of us, once well contented do be of the middle 
rank, as Cowper, and the Envvins, and all their soacty 
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full ihcmsclvc,': to l)c, chim Uic honours of i loftier socinl 
sjihcre— we lta\c our old love for the institution behind 
us. But this need not diminish the gratitude with which 
nn innumerable multitude, still finding their best Inp 
piness in, and owing their Icndercst recollections to, the 
scenes of English domesticity, should contemplate the 
l>oct whose parlour at Olncy commemorated a new type 
of wellbeing, nn enchanting picture of innocent Ining 
and mutual consolation, for the instruction of the world 
The entire scene with which he begins 7//c JJ-'itiUr 
/T'!.;//;!" 15 obsolete in its circumstances Ihc postboy 
blowing his horn os he crosses the bndge — “ the herald 
of n nois) world ” — 

" With spatter d boot< slrippd waist, and frozen lochs, 

New s from all nations lumbnng nt his hack, 

IS as much out of date a.s the recluse behind his warm, 
drawn curtains, waiting for the one poor newspaper which 
IS to show him through the loopholes of retreat a glimpse 
of the noisy world. We look forward wnth no such stir 
of pleasant excitement to ourcaenmg pajicr, which will 
repeal to us the news of the morning, wath half a gram of 
apocryphal information added thereto , or to the postman 
going his round, who has already' knocked at our door 
three or four times at least in the course of the day It 
IS all old fashioned and ended — a picture of the post But 
It is a picture which has entered into national history and 
uni\crs.al knowledge, and will neser be dissociated from 
the English name — 

‘ I crown thee king of intimalc delights, 
rireside cnjojonenis homclioni happiness, 

And all the comforts llint the loalj roof 
Of iindLsturbed Ketirement, and the hours 
Of long, uninterrupted evening know 

In these remarks we liasc confined ourselves entirely 
to The TasJ — the gj-eatest work of Cowper’s life, and his 
most mdnidual and cliaractcristic contnbution to poetical 
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lilcnturc. We have ventured to dcscnbc it elsewhere ns 
ha\ ing had a large share in one of the new Ix^ginnings of 
literature, and opening a distinct chapter in English poet 
ical histor) His earlier works all belong to a previous 
age in poetrj, concluding one era as 77/if Taii begins 
another Prom these pr^uctions we have taken various 
passages, which axe not unworthy of a place among the 
best of the period to which they belong The “ Portraits 
and Characters” do not indeed scathe and bum hkc those 
of Pope, or hand down awcH-dcfincd and recognisable 
person to everlasting infamy Their judgments are 
milder, as their style is less bnlliant. But Pope was 
the king of that manner and period, as Cowper was of 
his Qwai and later age, and could no more have taken 
Cowper’s walk in the snow than Cowper could have 
blasted Atticus. Yet our poet, we allow, was always 
full of prejudice. The enemies of his faith w ere all black 
to him, the offenders against his sense of what was holy 
and true wathout anj redeeming quality He was one 
of those who, believing little harm of those they know, 
make up for this sweet, insUnclivc chanty bj damning 
with a cordial faith those who, being unknown, may be 
as bad as anybody pleases The contrast between 
Voltaire and the cottager, which everybody knows, is 
a fine instance of straightforward and unhesitating dcct 
Sion in this respect whereas such a doubtful figure as 
that of the poet Churchill has all the excuses that tender- 
ness can make for him 

Of Cowper’s hymns we have quoted few, and these 
rather because the collection would have been incomplete 
wathout them than for any love of the verses themsclv cs 
They belong to the darkest period of his life. They 
express none of those simpler religious sentiments which 
are the best inspiration of the hymn wnlcr — and vUus 
Irate the fiUal and tender side of piety One of the 
same collecUon wnVten by Newton, whose poetical gift 
was very far infcnor--“How sweet ,the name of Jesus 
sounds" — IS still a favourite m all churches But Cow 
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per nrcly touched this sweeter note llis h}mns ire 
doclriml — statements of fiitli rather than conceptions of 
priiM, It IS true that we still find “GckI ino\es m a 
injblcrious wa) " in most collections, and that c\en the 
“fountain filled with blood” still finds a place amid 
the familiar ullerances of jiietj but we cannot think 
the latter is often used bj anj congregation of worship 
jiing people in these da)-s Ilpiin writing is a facultj 
b) itself It IS curious that Coivjacr, whose heart was 
so profoundlj mo\cd b} sacred subjects, should not hate 
succeetlcd in this kind of composition He had the 
devotion, he had tlie poctr), but he docs not seem to 
liaac had the knack of wedding them together E\cn 
out of his despondency and of the deep despair which 
fell over him so often like a cloud of darkness, there is 
no such cr^ of appeal or misery, as might gi\c utter 
ance to other breaking hearts The Casta-, My is the 
only one of his poems in which this profound and awful 
scniimcnl is embodied with force and fitness , and that 
is a composition of a totally dilTcrcnl kind. Some of 
the verses which at a later period his good -nature 
furnished to the pansh clerk for the adornment of the 
lulls of mortality arc fine , but e\cn among these there 
is not one that reaches the highest Iciel Tlie best is 
perhaps that which portrays the indifTcrcncc to death 
and all cognate subjects of the ordinary intelligence — 

“ Jle that sits from daj to day 

W here the pn<on'd lark is hung, 

Heedless of hts loudest h> , 

Scarce!) knows that he has sung 

This IS not profound or remarkable, but it returns to 
Uic car, and is a graceful expression of a sufficiently easy 
sentiment But there is nothing of Cowper’s in this way 
that will rise naturally to the lips of simple worshippers, 

* or be breathed by the soiccs of children round their 
mother’s knee It^s evident that he had not the secret 
of this manner of song 
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Bat canouslj enough this rehgions dreamer — this de- 
spamng soul, overpowered by the sense of judgment to 
come, and findmg no gleam of hght anpthere, wherever 
he turned — had emmently the secret of another kind of 
wnting, of a nature as foreign to the habitual strain of 
his thoughts as can he conceited His humorous 
works are among the most complete of his successes 
It IS doubtful if a poem so entirelj satisfactoiy and 
perfect for its purpose m etei^ hne as John Gilpin 
wais ever wntten It is long, but not a line loo long , 
nor IS there a false image or unnucessar} word in it 
The purdj comie situation, the delightful heightening 
of ever) detail, the good humoured self recovery of the 
hero, with his “pleasant wat,” and tlie natural, simple 
fun of his repeated calamities, from which, notwathstand 
mg, he emerges, to our delight noway harmed, and with 
a possibilitj of again “nding abroad,” which leaves us 
full of glee — are all so easj, unforced, gay, and natural, 
that there is no drawback or abatement upon the pleasure. 
The stoiy of its origin is well known How Ladj 
Austin told him the tale in one of his moods of darkness, 
with ail the genial humour that made her society insalu 
able to him — how he could not sleep for laughter all 
night through, and in the morning presented her wath 
her story turned in the way that has made it permanent. 
Afterwards he “hated himself for havmg wntten it” 
h) limes but eien then was not deluded enough to be 
unconsaous of its ment It is said to hav e attracted no 
particular attention at first, being published in a news 
paper of no great pretensions, but aflenrards came to 
hght and flew into unusual fame. The story of the 
tithmg time m the country, the fanners who were so 
coarse, and the parson who was so fine, is almost more 
humorous than John Gilpm We have here a group 
instead of the single figure of the immortal horseman , 
aim the fine incongruity, the ludicrous distress, the 
whimMca Mnjunction altogether, i% touched wath m 
imitablc lightness and gaiety It is strange to use such 
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\\ ords in reference to so melancholy a figure as that of 
the invalid recluse sinking deeper and deeper, year by 
}ear, into gloom and suffering but it is stranger still 
that it should be true, and that while he had little skill 
in expressing the deepest religious emotions of his soul 
in such verse as other adoring or suffering spints could 
employ after him, he had the keenest perception of the 
fun, and the readiest faculty for embodying it In 
nothing he attempts is he more happy One would say 
he was here in his element, and that no mode of expres 
Sion was so natural and easy to him 

In the followmg selection a number of short poems 
and extracts have Iieen so placed together as to form a 
sort of autobiography of the poet Beginning with his 
careless youth, and the first slight and faulty v erses m 
which young William lightly tells the first awakening of 
youthful emotions withm lum, the reader w ill here be 
able to trace him through the vague and sad episode of his 
love story, and the sudden break of harsh madness and 
despair which rent his life asimder through the v'aned but 
calmer course of his middle age, interrupted by so many 
convulsions, yet including so many tranqml scenes and 
sober pleasures, — till it ends at last m a despair more 
still and hopeless, in his Mar}’’s helpless decay, and the 
symbol of the castaw ay sailor livang a hfetime m an hour 
“in ocean self -upheld” This arrangement has the 
effect, indeed, of separating several passages, especially 
from The Tasl, from their original setUng , but in no 
case, we think, will the passages quoted be impaired by 
being placed in another sequence and made to interpret, 
which they do more truly than anythmg else can, the 
story of Cowper’s life 
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OF HIMSELF 

William -was once a bashful youth , 

His modesty was such, 

That one might say {to say the truth). 

He rather had too much 

Some said that it was want of sense. 

And others, iiant of spirit 
(So blest a thing is impudence), 

\Vlule others could not bear it 

But some a different notion had, 

And at each other winking, 

Observed that though he little said. 

He paid it off with thinking 

Howe’er, it happened, by degrees 
He mended and grew pertcr , 

In company was more at case. 

And dressed a httle smarter , 

Nay, now and then would look quite gay, 
As other people do , 

And sometimes said, or tried to say, 

A witty thing or so 
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He eyed ihe women, md made free 
To comment on their shapes , 

So that there was, or seemed to he 
Ko fear of a relapse. 

The women said, who thought him rough, 
But now no longer foolish, 

" The creature may do avcll enough, 

But wants a deal of polish ” 

At length, irapro\cd from head to heel, 
Twcrc scarce too much to saj, 

No dancing bear was so genteel. 

Or half so 

Now that a miracle so strange 
May not m sain be shown 
Let the dear maid who suought the change 
E'en claim him for her own 


TO DELIA 

win HE ASKED FOR A LOCK OF HER UAtF 

Dflia, the unkmdest girl on earth 
^\'hen I besought the fair, 

Tliai fas-our of inlnnsic worth, 

A ringlet of her hair, 
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Refused that instant to comply 
With my absurd request, 

For reasons she could specify, 

Some twenty score at least. 

Trust me, my dear, however odd 
It may appear to say, 

I sought it merely to defraud 
Thy spoiler of his prey 

Yes ! when its sister locks shall fade. 
As quickly fade they must, 

^Vhen all their beauties are decayed. 
Their gloss, their colour, lost — 

Ah then I if haply to my share 
Some slender pittance fall, 

If I but gam one single hair. 

Nor age usurp them all , — 

YTien you behold it sUll as sleek. 

As lovely to the anew, 

As when it left thy snowy neck, — 
That Eden where it grew, — 

Then shall my Delia’s self declare 
That I professed the truth. 

And haa e preserved my little share 
In everlasting youth 
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LOVERS QUARRELS 

This evening, Dc!n, >ou and I 
Ha\c mmaged most dcbglilfuH), 

1-or A\nlh a frown we parted , 

Hanng conlnscd some trifle that 
V c both may be much troubled at, 
And sadl) disconcerted 

\ et well as each performed their part, 
We might perceiac it was but art , 
And that we both intended 
To sacnficc a little ease , 
bor all such pettj flaws as these 
Are made but to be mended 

You knew, dissembler ’ all the while, 
I low sweet It was to reconcile 
After tins hcaa-j pelt , 

That we should gam bj this allaj 
^^^lcn next we met, and laugh aw a} 
The care ave nci cr felt 

Ilappj 1 when we but seek to endure 
A little pain, then find a cure 
By double joy requited , 

For fncndship, like a seacred bone, 
Improves and gams a stronger tone 
\\'hcn aptl> rcumted 
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Think, Delia, with what cruel haste 
Our fleeting pleasures move, 

Nor heedless thus in sorrow waste 
The moments due to lor c , 

Be wise, my fair, and gently treat 
These few that are our friends , 
Think, thus abused, what sad regret 
Their speedy flight attends ! 

Sure in those ejes I love so well. 

And wished so long to see, 

Anger I thought could never dwell, 
Or anger aimed at me 

No bold olTcncc of mine I knew 
Should e’er provoke your hate , 
And, early taught to think you true, 
Still hoped a gentler fate 

With kindness bless the present hour, 
Or oh I ue meet m vain I 
Wliat can we do in absence more 
Than suffer and complain ? 

Fated to ills beyond redress. 

We must endure our woe , 

The days allowed us to possess, 

’Tis madness to forego 
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THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE 


\S ODLB my Delia know if I la\ c, let her take 
Mj last thought at night, and the first when I wake. 
When mj prayers and best wishes preferr’d for her saki 

Let her guess what I muse on, when rambling alone 
I stride o’er the stubble each day wath my gun, 

Iscser ready to shoot till the covty is flown. 

Let her think what odd whimsies I base m my brain, 
MTien I read one page oier and o\cr again. 

And discover at last that I read it m vain 

Let her say why so fix'd and so steady my look, 

M ithout ever regarding the person who spoke, 

StiU affecting to laugh, without hearing the joke 

Or why, when with pleasure her praises I hear 
(That sweetest of melody sure to my ear), 

I attend, and at once inattcnliic appear 

And lastly, when summon’d to dnnk to my flame. 

Let her guess why I never once mention her name, 
Though herself and the woman I love arc the same. 
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SEPARATION 

How oft, my Dcln, since our Inst farewell 
(Years that ha\e rolled since that distressful hour), 
Gne\cd I have said, when most our hopes prevail, 
Our promised happiness is least secura 

Had j ou, my love, forbade me to pursue 
My fond attempt , disdainfully retired. 

And with proud scorn compelled me to subdue 
The ill fated passion h)' yourself inspired , 

Then haply to some distant spot remoaed. 

Hopeless to gain, unwilling to molest 
With fond entreaties whom I dearly loacd, 

Despair or absence had redeemed my rest 

But now, sole partner m my Delia’s heart, 

Yet doomed far off in exile to complain. 

Eternal absence cannot case my smart. 

And Hope subsists but to prolong my pain 

Oh then, kind Heaven, be this my latest breath ' 
Here end my life, or make it w orth my care , 
Absence from whom wc love is worse than death, 
And frustrate hope severer than despair 
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ON THE DEATH OF SIR W. RUSSELL- 

\\R1TTFN AFTEr THE LAST MEETING BETWEEN COW 1C! 

AND JUS COUSIN 

Doomed, as I am, m soBludc lo wisu 
The ptesenv momcnls, at«l rcgtct the pxsl , 
Depmctl of c\crj joj I talucd mc«l, 

Jfj fnend torn from me, and m> mistress lost, 

Call not this gloom I wear, this anxious mien 
The dull elTcct of humour, or of spleen ’ 

Still, still I mourn, wath each reluming daj, 

Him snatch’d bj fate in early youth away , 

And her— through tedious years of doubt and pain, 
Fix'd in her choice, and faithful— but in min ' 

Oh prone to pity , generous, and sincere, 

Whose eye ne’er yet refused the wretch n tear , 
\Miosc heart the real claim of friendship hnows, 
Nor thinks a loicr’s arc but fancied woes , 

See me — ere yet my destined course half done. 
Cast forth a wanderer on a world unknown ' 

See me ncglcctctl on the world’s rude coxst, 

Each dear companion of my \ oyage lost ’ 

Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shade my brow. 

And ready tears wail only leax c to (low ! 

WTiy all that soothes a heart from anguish free. 
And that delights the happy— palls with me 1 
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FROM AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT 
LLOYD, ESQ 

’I'lS not that I design to rob 
Thee of thy birthnght, gentle Bob, 

For thou art bom sole heir and single 
Of dear Jfat Pnor's easy jingle , 

Nor that I mean, while thus I knit 
My threadbare sentiments together, 

To show my genius or my wit, 

^Vhen God and you know I have neither , 
Or such, as might be better shown 
By letting poetry alone 
’Tis not with either of these views 
That 1 presume to address the Muse 
But to divert a fierce banditti 
(Sworn foes to every thing that’s witty), 
That, with a black infernal train, 

Make cruel inroads in my brain, 

And daily threaten to dnve thence 
My little garrison of sense 
The fierce banditti which I mean, 

Arc gloomy thoughts led on by Spleen 
Then there’s another reason yet, 

Which IS, that I may fairly quit 
The debt which justly became due 
The moment when I heard from you 
And you might grumble, crony mine. 

If paid in any other coin , 

Smee twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 

(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 

Can ne’er be deemed worth half so much 
As one of gold, and yours was such 
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ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S 
PICTURE OUT or NORFOLK, 

THE GIFT Ot COUSIN, ANN rOUlI\M 

Oh that those lips Ind language 1 Life has passetl 
With me but roughly since I hcanl Ihcc last 
Those lips arc tlunc— ih} owti sweet sniik I see, 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me. 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they saj , 

Gncic not, iny child, chase all ihj fears away 
The meeb intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blessed be the ail that can immoitalvsc. 

The art that bafllcs Time’s lyTannic claim 
To quench It) here shines on me still the sa"mc 
Faithful rcnicnibrancer of one so dear, 

0 welcome guest, though iincNpcctcd here I 
^Vho bidst roc honour with an artless song. 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long, 

1 wall obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own 
And, while that face renews niy filial grief, 

Fancy shall weasc a charm for my relief, 

Shall steep me m Elysian rcscric, 

A momentary dream that thou art she 
My mollicr 1 when I learnt that thou wasl dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
Hovered thy spint o’er thy sorrowang son, 

Wretch men then, life's journey just begun ? 
Perhaps thou garcst me, though unfelt, a hiss 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in'bhss — 
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Ah, that maternal smile ! It answers — ^Ycs 
I heard the bell tolled on thy bunal day, 

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu 1 
But was it such ? — It was — 'Where thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknowui 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting word shall pass my bps no more ' 

Thy maidens, gneved themselves at my concern, 

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return 
WTiat ardently I wished I long believed, 

And, disappomted still, was still deceived 
By expectation every day beguiled, 

Dupe of U )>! 0 > row even from a child 
Thus many a sad to morrow came and went. 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learnt at last submission to my lot , 

But, though I less deplored thee, ne’er forgot 
Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more, 
Children not thme have trod my nursery floor , 

And where the gardener Robin, daj by day, 

Drew me to school along the pubhc way, 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped 
In scarlet mantle warm, and \elvet capped, 

’Tis now become a history little known. 

That once we called the pastoral house our own 
Short-liv ed possession I but the record fair 
That memory keeps, of all thy kmdness there. 

Still outhves many a storm that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced 
Thy mghtly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid , 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 

The biscuit, or confectionary plum , 
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Tlic fragrant \vntcrs on mj check bcsloncrl 

Bj th> own liand, till fresh thej shone and glowed , 

All this, and more cndcanng sull than ah, 

Thy constant (low of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne’er roughenctl bj those cataracts and brakes 
That humour interposed loo often inakcs 
All this still legible in memory’s page, 

And still to be so to my latest age, 

Adds yoy to duty , makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may . 

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere, 

Not scorned in beaten, though little noticed here 
Could Time, his flight retersed, restore the hours, 
^^hcn playang with thy vesliirc s tissued flouers, 

The \iolcl, the pmk, and jessamine, 

I pricked them into paper with a pin 
(j\nd thou w-ast happier than my self the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head and smile), 
Could those few pleasant days again appear, 

Might one wish bring them, would I wish them here’ 
I would not trust my heart the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps 1 might — 

But no — what here we call our life is such, 

So httle to be loved, and thou so much, 

Thai I should ill requite Ihee to constrain 
Thy unbound spinl into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coxsl 
(The storms all weather’d and the ocean cross’d) 
Shoots into port at some well haven’d isle, 

^^^^ere spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile, 
There sits qmesccnl on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below , 

M’hile airs impregnated with mcense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay , 

So thou, with sails how swift 1 hast reach’d the shore, 
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“ WTierc tempests never beat nor billows roar , ” 

And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchor’d by thy side. 

But me, scarce hopmg to attain that rest, 

Alwa)'s from port withheld, always distress’d, — 

Me howling blasts dnve devnous, tempest toss’d, 
Sails npp’d, scams opening wide, and compass lost. 
And day b) day some current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

Yet, oh, the thought that thou art safe, and he ’ 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me 
"My boast is not that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth , 

But higher far my proud pretensions nsc, — 

The son of parents pass’d into the skies 
And now, farewell ' — Time unrevol’d has run 
His wonted course, jet what I wish’d is done 
By contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 

I seem to have hved my childhood o’er again , 

To have renew’d the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine , 

And, while the wungs of fancy still are free. 

And I can view this mimic show of thee. 

Tune has but half succeeded in his theft. 

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left 
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LINES WRITTEN UNDER THE 
INFLUENCE OJ DELIRIUM 

Hatred and \cngcancc,— m) clcmal {wrtion 
Scattc can cndntc dcla> of cxcosUon, — 

Wait nith impatient readiness to Stizc mj 
Soul in a moment 

Damned below Judas , more abhorred than he wrs, 
Who for a Lw pence sold his hoi) Master ' 

Twice bclra)cd Jesus me, the last delinquent, 
Deems the profanes! 

Man disavows, and Deit) disowns me, 

Hell might afford ni) miseries a shelter , 

Therefore, Hell keeps her c\er hnngr) mouths all 
Bolted against me 

Hard lot 1 encompassed with a thousand dangers ; 
Wear), faint, trembling with a thousand terrors, 
I’m called, If \-anquished I to reeme a sentence 
M orsc than Abuam’s. 

Him the vmdictiic rod of angr) Justice 
Sent quick and howling to the ccnltc headlong , 

I, fed with judgment, m a fleshly tomb, am 
BuDcd above ground 
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SOME ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF 

I WAS a stncken deer that left the herd 
Long since , with many an arrow deep infixed 
My panting side was charged, when I withdrew 
To seek a tranquil death m distant shades. 

There was I found by One who had Himself 
Been hurt by the archers In His side He bore, 
And in His hands and feet, the cruel scars 
Wth gentle force solieiting the darts. 

He drew them forth, and healed and bade me live 
Since then, with few associates, in remote 
And silent woods I wander, far from those 
My former partners of the peopled scene , 

With few associates, and not ivishing more 
Here much I ruminate, as much I may. 

With other \iews of men and manners now 
Than once, and others of a life to come. 

I see that all are uanderers, gone astray 
Each in his oivn delusions , they are lost 
In chase of fancied happiness, still wooed 
And never won Dream after dream ensues. 

And still they dream that they shall still succeed, 
And still are disappointed Rings the world 
With the vain stir I sum up half mankmd. 

And add two thirds of the remaimng half. 

And find the total of their hopes and fears 
Dreams, empty dreams The million flit as gay 
As if created only like the fly 
That spreads his ijiotley wings m the eye of noon, 
To sport their season, and be seen no more 
c 
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The rest MC sober tlrcamcrs, prave in'! 'Mse, 

And prcpnanl mth di'scmencs ne\, and rare 

’T\scrc 'veil, saj"' one sape mtilite, ptofo ind, 
Tcmblj arch’d and arjiulinc )«. no.e, 

\nd ovcrbtnU \wih ntivl itnjicnihnf; brovs— 

* ’T\scrc well, could jou |Krt nl the world to h\c 
\s the world plexea. '\ShatV the r orld to ) 0 »? 
Much 1 wa* iKirn of woman, "nd drew mill , 

As sweet ns chant), from human Itri'nsts 
I thtnh, ntttcula'.i, I lauph nnd weep. 

And exercise nil funclums of a man 

How then should I nnd au) man that had 

I'e strangers to each other? Puree ni) arm, 

Take of the crimson stream meandering there, 

And catechise it well Ajiplj ih) pK-s, 

Search it, and proae noa if it lie not hhuel 
Congenial with thine oa’-n and if it l>e, 

Wlnl calgc of subtlct) cnnsl ihoj suppose 
Keen enough, aane and skilful as ihoii ait, 

To cut the link of brothcrhoo'l, bp aaliirh 
One common Mai tr iKumd mi to the kind? 

Tntc , I am no proficient, 1 confers, 

In arts like )ours 1 cannot call the swift 
And perilous ligliinm}^; from the angry clouds. 

And l>id them hide ihcm-.clac-j in earth li’ ncalli , 

Such powers 1 l>onst not — neither can I ret 
'k silent anlness of the headlong; rage 
Or hcwlless foil) b) aahich thousands die, 

Hone of m) bone, and kmdrctl soula to mint 

Tne 7 ail, Hook 111 
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HIS OCCUPATIONS 

How vanous his employments whom the world 
Calls idle, and who justly in return 
Esteems that busy world an idler too ' 

Fnends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 
Dehghtful industry enjoyed at home. 

And Nature in her cultiiated trim 
Dressed to his taste, minting him abroad — 

Can he w ant occupabon who has these ? 

Will he be idle who has much to enjoy ? 

Me, therefore, studious of labonous ease. 

Not slothful, happy to deceive the Umc 
Not ivaste it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use, 

MTien He shall call His debtors to account. 

From whom are all our blessings, business finds 
Even here , w hile sedulous I seek to improve. 

At least neglect not, or leave unemployed. 

The mind He gave me , driving it, though slack 
Too oft, and much impeded m its work 
By causes not to be divulged m vam. 

To its just pomt — the service of mankmd 
He that attends to his mtenor self, — 

That has a heart and keeps it, — ^has a mind 
That hungers and supphes it, — and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life, — 

Has business , feels himself engaged to achieve 
No ummportant, though a silent task. 

The mormng finds the self sequestered man 
Fresh for his task, intend what task he may 
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Wlitthcr inclcmcnl •itvonn rccftmtncnd 
I Im \vnrm but <umjik borne, where lie enjoj-', 

With her IS ho slnrcs hi-: plci‘ tires nn*l hts htirt, 
‘^uecl comenc, sippmc frifrint Jj-tuph 

Witch ncMly she prcjore!, , lb' n to hti boob 
ell chosen, om! not suUcnlj pent' csl 
In selfish silence, but impiricil o^t 
As lu^ht occurs that she ne’j mile to heir, 

Or turn to nourishment thr.c'tetl svcl! 

Or if the fprdcn with its inio} cirfs, 

Ml Mtll rtpiKl, tlctninl him, he nt'enls 

The \ clrontc call, consenms hou much th-' hml 

Of lubbatU Labour needs his v.atchful c}> 

7>r y.trs. Lo.h III 


LOVn OF NATUUn 

I UA\r lovctl llie tunl wMb thtouji lanes 
Of grass} snarth, close cropjH'd h) lubblinp sheep 
Anti sbirtcd thick niih inltriraiurc linn 
Of thorn) lioitghs , Imc Io\ci! ihe nital walk 
Otr hills, through saUc}'s, and b) risits b inl , 

L'er since a truant Iw) I pas'^eil nt) l«mnds 
To injo) n rambk on ilu haul \ of Tliamcs 
And sull renii-mher, nor uithoiii regret, 

Of hours that sorrou since has much endeared 
lloas oft, m) shoe of j>ocku store consunic'l, 

Sill hungering, pennilers anti far from home, 

I fell on scarlet hips and ston) haw, ' 

Or blushing craln, or litrrics that cmlx'ss 
The htamhk, black ns jet, or sloes austen. 
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Hard fare 1 but such as boyish appetite 
Disdains not, nor the palate undepraved 
By culinary arts, unsavoury deems 
No Sofa then awaited my return. 

Nor Sofa then I needed Youth repairs 
His w-asted spints quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fabguc , and though our years, 

As life declines, speed rapidly away. 

And not a year but pilfers as he goes 

Some youthful grace that age would gladly keep, 

A tooth or auburn lock, and by degrees 

Their length and colour from the locks they spare, 

The elastic spring of an unwearied foot 

That mounts the stile with case, or leaps the fence. 

That play of lungs, inhaling and again 

Respiring freely the fresh air, that makes 

Swift pace or steep ascent no toil to me. 

Mine have not pilfered yet , nor yet impaired 
My relish of fair prospect scenes that sootheil 
Or charmed me young, no longer young, I find 
Still soothing and of power to charm me still 
And watness, dear companion of my walks, 

^\'hose arm this twentieth winter I perceive 
Fast locked m nunc, wath pleasure such as love 
Confirmed by long ev'perience of thy worth 
And well tned virtues, could alone inspire, 

Y'ltness a joy that thou hast doubled long 
Thou knowest my praise of nature most sincere, 

And that my raptures arc not conjured up 
To serve occasions of poetic pomp, 

But genuine, and art partner of them all 

The Tasl, Book I 
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'Tis thus the understanding takes repose 
In indolent vacuity of thought, 

And sleeps and is refreshed Meanwhile the face 

Conceals the mood lethargic wth a mask 

Of deep debbcrntion, as the man 

Were tasked to his full strength, absorbed and lost 

Thus oft, reclined at case, I lose an hour 

At evening, till at length the freezing blast. 

That sweeps the bolted shutter, summons home 
The recollected powers, and snapping short 
The glossy threads with which the fancy weaves 
Her brittle toils, restores me to myself 
IIoiv calm IS my recess, and how the frost. 

Raging abroad, and the rough wind, endear 
The silence and the warmth cnjo>cd within 1 

The Tosh, Book IV 


RURAL SCENES 

But slighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandoned, and, which still I more regret. 
Infected with the manners and the modes 
It knew not once, the country wans me still 
I never framed a ivish, or formed a plan. 

That flattered me with hopes of earthly bliss, 
But there I laid the scene There early strayed 
My fancy, ere yet hberty of choice 
Had found me, or the hope of being free 
My very dreams were rural, rural too 
The firstborn efibrts of my youthful muse. 
Sportive, and jinghng her poetic bells 
Ere yet her ear was mistress of their powers 
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No bard could please me but whose lyre rsos tuned 
To Nature’s praises Heroes and their feats 
Fatigued me, never weaiy of the pipe 
Of Tityrus, assembling, as he sang, 

The rustic throng beneath his fax ounte beech 
Then Milton had indeed a poet’s charms 
New to my taste, his Paradise surpassed 
fhe stm^hng efforts of my bo}Tsh tongue 
To speah its excellence , I danced for joy 
I marvelled much that, at so npe an age 
As twice se\en years, his beauties had then first 
Engaged my wonder, and adminng still, 

And still adminng, mth regret supposed 
The joy half lost because not sooner found 
Thee too, enamoured of the hfe I loved, 

Pathetic in its praise, m its pursuit 
Detcrmmed, and possessing it at lost 
With transports such as favoured lovers feel, 

I studied, prized, and wished that I had known, 
Ingenious Cowley 1 and though now reclaimed 
By modem lights from an erroneous taste, 

I cannot but lament thy splendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools , 

I still revere thee, courtly though retired, 

Though stretched at ease in Chertsey’s silent bowers. 
Not unemployed, and finding nch amends 
For a lost world in sohtude and terse. 

The Task, Book IV 



AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL. 


25 


WINTER EVENING 

Hark 1 ’tis the twanging horn ! O’er yonder bridge 
That mth its iieansome but needful length 
Bestndes the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwnnhled face reflected bright, 

He comes, the herald of a noisy orld, 

With spattered boots, strapped w aist, and frozen locks, 
News from all nations lumbenng at his bicL 
True to his charge, the close packed load behind, 
Yet careless what he bnngs, his one concern 
Is to conduct It to the destined inn. 

And hanng dropped the expected bag — pass on 
He nhistlcs as he goes, light-hearted ivretch, 

Cold and j ct cheerful messenger of gnef 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some, 

To him indifferent whether gnef or joy 
Houses m ashes, and the fall of stocks. 

Births, deaths, and mamages, cpisUes wet 
With tears that tnckled down Uie ivntcr’s cheeks 
Fast as the penods from his fluent quill, 

Or charged with amorous sighs of absent swams, 

Or njmphs responsive, equally affect 
His horse and him, unconsaous of them all 
But oh the important budget ! ushered m 
With such heart-shaking music, who can say 
YTiat are its tidings ? haa e our troops awaked ? 

Or do they sbll, as if with opium drugged. 

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic w ave ? 

Is India free ? and does she wear her plumed 
And jewelled turban with a smile of peace, 
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Or do we grmd her still ? The grand debate, 

The popular harangue, the tart reply, 

The logic, and the wisdoni, and the wit, 

And the loud Hugh — I long to know them all , 

I bum to set the imprisoned wranglers free, 

And gi%e them \oice and utterance once again 
Now stir the fire, and dose the shutters fast, 

Let fall the curtams, wheel the sofa round. 

And while the bubbling and loud hissing um 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups 
That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in 
Not such his evening, who wath shimng face 
Sweats in the nowded theatre, and squeezed 
And bored wath elbow points through both his sides, 
Outscolds the ranting actor on the stage , 

Not his, who patient stands till his feet throb, 

And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patnots bursting with hctoie rage, 

Or placemen all tranquillity and smiles 
This foho of four pages, happ) work 1 
^^^uch not even cnUcs criticise , that holds 
Inquisitiie attention, while I read. 

Fast bound in chains of silence, wluch the fair. 
Though eloquent themselves, jet fear to break 

Tht Task, Book IV 


reading 

’Tis pleasant through the loopholes of retreat 
To peep at such a world , to see the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not feck the crowd , 

To hear the ro.ar she sends through all her gates. 



AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL 


27 


At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Falls a soft murmur on the uninjured ear 
Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ease 
The globe and its concerns, I seem advanced 
To some secure and more than mortal height. 

That hbcrates and exempts me from them all 
It turns submitted to my view, turns round 
With all Its generations , I behold 
The tumult, and am still The sound of war 
Has lost its terrors ere it roaches me , 

Gneves, but alarms me not 1 mourn the pnde 
And avarice that make man a n olf to man. 

Hear the faint echo of those brazen throats. 

By which he speaks the language of his heart, 

And sigh, but never tremble at the sound 
He travels and expabates, as the bee 
From flower to flower, so he from land to land , 
The manners, customs, policy of all 
Pay contribution to the store he gleans , 

He sucks intelligence in every clime. 

And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return, a rich repast for me. 

He travels, and I too I tread his deck. 

Ascend his topmast, through his peering eyes 
Discover countnes, with a kindred heart 
Suficr his woes, and share m his escapes , 

While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 

Runs the great circuit, and is sUll at home 
O Winter 1 ruler of the inverted year, 

Thy scattered hair ivith sleet like ashes filled. 

Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fringed ivith a beard made white with other snows 
Than those of age, thy forehead wrapt in clouds, 

A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels, 
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But urged b) storms along its slipper)' wa) , 

I lo^e tbee, all unlovely as thou seemest. 

And dreaded as thou art Thou boldest the sun 
A prisoner in the } et undaivning cast, 

Shortemng his joumej between mom and noon, 

And hurrymg him, impatient of his sta), 

Doivn to the rosy west , but kmdl> sUll 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
Of soaal com erse and instructii e ease. 

And gathenng, at short notice, in one group 
The famil) dispersed, and fixing thought. 

Not less dispersed by daylight and its cares. 

I aown thee King of intimate delights, 

Fireside enjoyments, homeborn happiness. 

And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of undisturbed retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted cvemng know 
No rattling wheels stop short before these gates , 

No powdered pert, profiaent m the art 

Of soundmg an alarm, assaults these doors 

Till the street rings , no stationary sleetb 

Cough their own knell, while, heedless of the sound, 

The silent arcle fan themselies, and quake 

But here the needle plies its busy task, 

The pattern grows, the well depictcil flower. 
Wrought patiently into the snow7 lawn, 

Unfolds Its bosom , buds, and leaies, and sprigs, 
And curhng tendrils, graccfullj disposed, 

Follow the mmble finger of the fair , 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flowers that blow 
With most success when all besides decay 
The poet’s or histonan’s page, bj one 
Made 1 ocal for the amusement of the rest , 

The spnghUy Ijac, whose treasure of sweet sounds 
The touch from many a trembling cord shakes out 
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And the clear -voice sjanphomous, yet distinct, 

And in the charming stnfe triumphant still , 
Beguile the night, and set a keener edge 
On female industry the threaded steel 
riies swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds 
The volume closed, the customary ntes 
Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal. 

Such as tile mistress of the world once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 

Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors. 

And under an old oak’s domestic shade, 

Enjoyed, spare feast 1 a radish and an egg 
Discourse ensues, not trivial, yet not dull. 

Nor such as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy, or proscribes the sound of mirth , 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 

\\Tio deem religion frenry, and the God 
That made them an intruder on their jojs. 

Start at His awful name, or deem His praise 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone, 

Exating oft our gratitude and love, 

^Vhlle we retrace with memory’s pointing wand. 
That calls the past to our exact review, 

The dangers we have ’scaped, the broken snare. 
The disappointed foe, deliverance found 
Unlookcd for, hfe preserved and peace restored, 
Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 

“ Oh evenings worthy of the gods exclaimed 
The Sabine bard Oh evemngs, I reply. 

More to be prized and coveted than yours. 

As more illumined, and with nobler truths. 

That I and mine, and those we love, enjoy 

The Task, Book IV 
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HIS HARE 

Well, — one at least is safe One shelter'd hare 
Has nwer heard the sanguinity jell 
Of cruel man, exulting in her v?ocs 
Innocent partner of my peaceful home. 

Whom ten long years’ experience of my care 
Has made it list familiar, she has lost 
Much of her vigilant insUnclivc dread, 

Not needful here, hencath a roof like mine 
Yes — ^thou mayst cat thy bread, and lick the hind 
That feeds thee , thou majst frolic on the floor 
At evening, and at night retire secure 
To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarm’d , 

For I have gained Uiy confidence, have pledged 
All that IS human in me to protect 
Thmc unsuspecting gratitude and l0\c 
If I survive thee I will dig thy gra\ c , 

And when I place thee in it, sighing say, 

I knew at least one hare that had a friend 

ne Task, Book III 


PEACE 

So glide my hfe away I and so at last, 
My share of duties decently fulfilled, 

May some disease, not tardy to perform 
Its destined office, yet wth gentle stroke 
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Dismiss me weary to a safe retreat, 

Beneath the turf that I have often trod 

It shall not gneve me, then, that once, when called 

To dress a Sofa with the flowers of verse, 

I played awhile, obedient to the fair, 

With that light task , but soon, to please her more, 
^Vhom flowers alone I knew would little please. 

Let fall the unfinished wreath, and io\ cd for fruit , 
Ro% ed far, and gathered much some harsh, ’tis true. 
Picked from the thorns and hnars of reproof, 

But wholesome, w ell digested , grateful some 
To palates that can taste immortal truth. 

Insipid else, and sure to be despised 
But all IS in His hand whose praise I seek. 

In vain the poet sings, and the w'orld hears. 

If He regard not, though divine the theme. 

'Tis not m artful measures, in the chime 
And idle tinkhng of a minstrel’s lyre. 

To charm His car, whose eye is on the heart , 
^^^lose froivn can disappoint the proudest strain. 
Whose approbation prosper — even mine 

T/ic Task, Book VI 


POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY AUSTEN 

THE ANNIVERSARY or THEIR FIRST ACQUAINTANCE. 

Dear Anna— between fncnd and fhcnd. 

Prose answers every common end , 

Serves, in a plain and homely way. 

To express the occurrence of the day , 
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Our health, the weather, and the news, 

rvalks we take, what books we chusc, 
And all the floating thoughts we find 
Upon the surface of the mmd. 

But when a poet takes the pen, 

Far more ah\ e than other men. 

He feels a gentle tingling come 
Down to his finger and his thumb 
Denved from nature’s noblest part. 

The centre of a glowing heart 

And this IS what the world, who knows 

No flights abor e the pitch of prose. 

His more sublime vaganes slighting, 
Denommates an itch for writing 
No wonder I, who scribble rhyme 
To catch the tnflers of the time, 

And tell them truths divine and clear, 

Winch, couched m prose, the) wall not hear , 
lYho labour hard to allure and draw 
The loiterers I never saw, 

Should feel that itching and that tinglmg 
W ith all my purpose mtermmghng, 

To )our mtrmsic ment true, 

When called to address m}’self to ) ou 
Mystenous are His ways, whose power 
Brings forth that unexpected hour. 

When mmds that nei cr met before, 

Shall meet, umte, and part no more 
It IS the allotment of the skies. 

The hand of the Supremel) Wise, 

That guides and governs our affections, 

And plans and orders our connexions 
Directs us m our distant road. 

And marks the bounds of oui<abodc. 
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Thus we were settled when jou found us, 
Peasants and children all around us, 

Not dreaming of so dear a fnend, 

Deep in the abj'ss of Silver- End 
Thus Martha, even against her will, 
Perched on the top of yonder hiU , 

And you, though jou must needs prefer 
The fairer scenes of sweet Sancerre, 

Are come from distant Loire, to choose 
A cottage on the banhs of Ouse 
This page of Providence quite new, 

And now just opening to our vnew, 
Emploj s our present thoughts and pains 
To guess and spelt what it contains 
But day by daj, and year by jear, 

Will make the dark enigma clear , 

And furnish us, perhaps, at last, 

Like other scenes already past. 

With proof, that ive, and our affairs, 

Are part of a Jehoiah’s cares , 

For God unfolds by slow degrees 
The purport of His deep decrees , 

Sheds every hour a clearer light 
In aid of our defectii e sight , 

And spreads, at length, before the soul, 

A beautiful and perfect whole. 

Which busy man’s inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate, in vain 

Say, Anna, had you never knowm 
The beauties of a rose full blown. 

Could you, though luminous jour eye, 

Bj looking on the bud descry. 

Or guess, with a prophetic pow er. 

The future splftidour of the flower ? 

u 
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Just BO, tlic Omnipotcnl, turriB 
The sjslcm of i world’s concerns, 

From mere mmuu-c can educe 
E\ents of most important use, 

And bid a dawning sV> display 
Tlic blaze of a meridian iLaj 
Bui who can tell how % ast the plan 
W hich this day ’s incident litgan ? 

Too small, perhaps the slight occa'^ion 
For our dim sighted ohscnation , 

It pass’d iinnoticeil, as the bird 
That clcaies the jaelding air unheard, 
And yet may protc wlicn iindcrMo<j<l 
An harbinger of endless good 
Not that I deem, or mean to call 
Fnenddiip a blessing cheap or small 
Hut merely to remark, tint ours, 

Like some of Nature's swccle-'t Howers, 
Rose from a seed of tiny size, 

That seem’d to promise no such prize 
A transient iisil inlcricnmg, 

And made almost without a ineeming 
(Hardly the effect of inclination, 

Much less of pleasing exjieclntionl, 
I'roduceal a friendship, ilien licgun, 
That has cemented us in one , 

And placed it in our jxjwer in proie, 

By long fidelity and lose, 

That Solomon has wtsdy sjiokcn,— 

“ A threefold cord is nut soon btol cn 
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THE VALEDICTION 

(ADDRESSED TO LORD THDRLOW AND GEOkGE COL^UN, 
WHO TOOK NO NOTICE OF THE COPY OF HIS BOOK 
SENT TO THEM ) 

Farewell, false hearts 1 whose best affections fail. 
Like shallow brooks which summer suns exhale ! 
Forgetful of the man whom once jc chose, 

Cold in his cause, and careless of his ^\oes, 

I bid you both a long and last adieu. 

Cold in my turn, and unconcerned like you 
First, farewell Niger, whom, now duly proved, 

I disregard as much as once I loved 

Your brain well furnished, and your tongue well taught 

To press with energy your ardent thought. 

Your senatorial dignity of face, 

Sound sense, intrepid spirit, manly grace. 

Have raised you high as talents can ascend, 

Made you a peer, but spoilt you for a friend ’ 

Pretend to all that parts have e’er acquired , 

Be great, be feared, be envied, be admiretl , 

To fame as lasting as the earth pretend. 

But not, hereafter, to the name of friend ! 

I sent you verse, and, as your lordship knows. 

Backed with a modest sheet of humble prose , 

Not to recall a promise to your mind, 

> Fulfilled ivith ease had you been so inclined. 

But to comply with feelings, and to give 
Proof of an old affection still alive 
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Vour sullea silcnct. serves al Icat* to icB 
Your altered heart , anfl so, mr la'll, faretrell ’ 

A ext, bisy attor on a meaner «'agc. 

Amusement monger of a tnfnng age 
Illustrious histnomc patentee, 

Teren'ius, once m\ fnend, farC'veH to thee ’ 

In thee some \irtuous qualities corr’iinc 
To fit thee for a nobler part than thne 
Who, bom a gentkraan, ha.s» <<,oopc>l tcco Ion , 

To Ittc b> buakin, cehA, and rarcc show 
Th) schoolfellow , and parncr of th\ plat", 

^^'he^c Aichol swung the bitch a''-! tsnred the ba^w. 
And havng Lnovai thee btaroed, ard full grot-aa, 
The weekl) censor o'' a la«ghng town, 

I thought the volume I presumed to sand, 

Graced with the name of a long abserv fnerd, 

Nfight pro.e a welcome gift, and touch ihnc hear* 
Ao hard bj ra'u’c, m a feeling part. 

Bat ihoj, 1' seems {what canrot grandeur d i, 
Tfaougn fau‘ a dream 'j, art grown disdainful too 
Vnd strutting m thy school of queens and kmgs 
Who fret iheir houx and are forgo ten things, 

Uis* caught the colj distemper o' the das, 

And, like his lordship, cast thy fnerd a ia\ 

Oh, Fnendship ' cordial o' the human brex l ' 

So Utile felt, so fervently pro'es^ed ’ 

Tl)} blaisoms deck our uns_spe*c ng years 
The promise of dehcious fruit 'poears 
A\ e hag the hopes of constarcy and irotli. 

Such rs the folly of our diearung youth , 

But soon, alas ' dcteci. the rash mi« akc 
That sangu ne incxpcncncc lotos to make , 

And view with tears the expected harvest lost. 
Decayed I7 time, or withered byea frost 
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\\'hocver undertakes a friend's great part 
Should be renewed in nature, pure in heart, 
Prepared for martyrdom, and strong to pro\e 
A thousand ways the force of geniune love. 

He may be called to give up health and gam. 

To exchange content for trouble, ease for pain, 
To echo sigh for sigh, and groan for groan. 

And wet his cheeks with sorrows not his owai 
The heart of man, for such a task too frail, 

\\Tien most relied on is most sure to fail , 

And, summoned to partake its fellow’s w oe. 
Starts from its office hke a broken bow 
Votaries of business and of pleasure pro\ c 
Faithless alike in fnendship and m love 
Rebred from all the circles of the gay. 

And all the crowds that bustle life away, 

To scenes where compebtion, cn%7, strife, 

Bc^ct no thunder clouds to trouble life. 

Let me, the charge of some good angel, find 
One who has known and has escaped mankind , 
Pohte, yet virtuous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals, of the day 
With him, perhaps with her (for men have knowm 
No firmer fnendships than the fair have shown). 
Let me enjoy, in some unthought of spot, 

All former fnends forgii en and forgot, 

Down to the close of life’s fast fadmg scene, 
Umon of hearts, wthout a flaw between 
’Tis grace, ’tis bounty, and it calls for praise, 

If God give health, that sunshme of our days ' 
And if He add, a blessing shared by few. 

Content of heart, more praises sbll are due 
But if He grant a fnend, that boon possessed 
Indeed is treasury, and crowns alt the rest , 



AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL 


3S 

And giving one, whose heart is m the shies, 

Bom from aboie, and made divinely wise, 

He gives, what bankrupt Nature never can, 
Whose noblest com iS light and brittle man, 
Gold, purer far than Ophir ever knew, 

A soul, an image of Himself, and therefore true. 

N'ffsembcr 1783 


TO THE REV MR NEWTON, 

ON Ills RETURN FROM RAMSGATE. 

That ocean }OU of late surveyed, 

Those rocks, I too have seen, 

But I afflicted and dismaj ed, 

You tranquil and serene. 

You from the flood controlling sleep 
Saw stretched before jour new, 

With conscious joj, the threatening deep, 
No longer snch to jou 

To me the waves that ceaseless broke 
Upon the dangerous coast, 

Hoarsely and ominously spoke 
Of all my treasure lost. 

Your sea of troubles you have past. 

And found the peaceful shore , 

I, tempest tossed, and wrecked at last, 
Come home to jiort no more. 


Ociobtr 1780. 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE 

wnicu THE AUTHOR HEARD SING ON NEW YEAR’S 
DAY, 1792 

Whence is it, that amazed I hear 
From yonder withered spray. 

This foremost mom of all the year, 

'The melody of May ? 

And why, smcc thousands would be proud 
Of such a far our shown, 

Am I selected from the crowd, 

To witness it alone ? 

Sing’st thou, sweet Philomel, to me, 

For that I also long 
Have practised in the groves like thee, 
Though not like thee, in song ? 

Or sing’st thou rather, under force 
Of some divmc command, 

Commissioned to presage a course 
Of happier days at hand ? 

Thnce welcome then I for many a long 
And joyless year have I, 

As thou to day, put forth my song 
Beneath a ^vmtry sky 

But thee no wntry skies can harm, 

Who only need’s! to sing. 

To make even Januaiy charm. 

And every season Spring 


1791. 
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TO MRS UNWIN 

Mar\ ' I ■ttant a lyre with other stnngs, 

Such aid from hca\ cn as some have feign’d they dreu , 
An eloquence scarce gi\cn to mortals, new 
And undebased by praise of meaner things. 

That, ere through age or woe I shed m} wings, 

I may record thy worth with honour due. 

In verse as musical as thou art true, 

And that immortalises whom it sings 
But thou hast little need There is a book 
Bj seraphs writ wath beams of hea\enl} light, 

On which the ejes of God not rarely look, 

A chronicle of actions just and bnght , 

There all thj deeds, my faithful Mary, shine. 

And, since thou own’st that praise, I spare thee mine 

May 1793. 


THE SHRUBBERY 

tVRITTEN m A TIME OF AFFLICTIOR 

On happj shades I to me unblest. 
Friendly to peace, but not to me. 
How ill the scene that offeo, rest. 
And heart that cannot rest, agree ’ 
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This glassy streanij that spreading pine. 
Those alders qiuvering to the breeze, 
Might soothe a soul less hurt than mine, 
And please, if anything could please 

But fix’d, unalterable Care, 

Foregoes not what she feels within. 

Shows the same sadness cverjavhere. 

And slights the season and the scene. 

For all that pleased in wood or lasvn, 

^^^^lle Peace possess’d these silent bowers. 
Her animating smile wthdrawn. 

Has lost its beauties and its powers 

The saint or moralist should tread 
This moss gro\vn alley, musing slow , 
They seek like me the secret shade. 

But not like me, to nourish woe 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects waste. 

Alike admonish not to roam , 

These tell me of enjoyments past. 

And those of sorrows yet to come- 


TO WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ 

Hayley, thy tenderness fraternal, shoivn. 

In our first interview, delightful guest 1 
To Mary, and roc for her dear sake distressed, 
Such as it IS has made my heart thy o^vn, 
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Though heedless now of new engagements grown 
For threescore vnnlers make a winlrj brea-st, 

And I had purposed ne'er to go in quest 
Of Fnendship more, except ivith God alone. 

But thou hast won me nor is God my foe, 

Who, ere this last afflictive scene began, 

Sent thee to mitigate the dreadful blow, 

Mj brother, by whose sympathy I know 
Thy true deserts infallibly to scan, 

Not more to adimre the Bard than love the Man. 


Jure c 175; 


TO MARY 

The twentieth year is well nigh past, 
Since first our sky was o\ creast , 

Ah, would that this might be the last I 

Mj Marj ' 


Thj spirits have a fainter flow , 

I see thee daily weaker grow , 

'Twas my distress that brought thee low. 

My Mar) ’ 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 

For my sake restless heretofore. 

Now rust disused, and shmeno more, 

M) Mat) ’ 
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For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind ofBce for me still, 

Thy sight now seconds not thy wll, 

My Mary 1 

But well thou playedst the liousemfc’s part, 
And all thy threads %vith magic art 
Have w ound themselves about this heart. 

My Mary I 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream , 

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme, 

kly Mary ! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 

Are still more lovely m my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary 1 

For, could I view nor them nor thee, 

Y'hat sight worth seeing could I sec ? 

The sun would nse in vain for me, 

kly Mary I 


Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hinds their little force resign , 

Yet, gently prest, press gently mine, 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provest, 
That now at every step thou movest. 
Upheld by tw * , yet sUll thou lovesl, 

My Mary 1 
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And still to loie, though press’d with ill, 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 

With me IS to he lovely shU, 

My Maiy ' 

But ah I by constant heed I know. 

How oft the sadness that I show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Marj 1 

And should my future lot be cast, 

With much resemblance of the past, 

Thy worn out heart mil break at last, 

My Mary ! 


THE CASTAWAY 

Obscurest night imohed the sk)', 
The Atlantic billows roared, 

M hen such a destined ivretch as I, 
Washed headlong from on board. 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft, 

His floating home for e\ er left 

No bra\er chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went. 

Nor ever ship left. Albion’s coast 
With warmer washes sent. 

He loved them both, but both in vain. 
Not him beheld, nor her again. 
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Not long beneath the whelining brine, 
Expert to swim, he lay , 

Nor soon he felt his strength dechne. 
Or courage die away , 

But waged with death a lastmg strife. 
Supported by despair of life 

He shouted nor his fnends had failed 
To check the vessel’s course. 

But so the furious blast prevailed, 
That, pitiless perforce. 

They left their outcast mate behind, 
And scudded still before the wand , 

Some succour yet they could afford , 
And such as storms allow, 

The cask, the coop, the floated cord, 
Delayed not to bestow 
But he (they knew) nor ship nor shore 
Whate’er they gave, should lasit more. 

Nor, cruel as it seemed, could he 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that flight, m such a sea, 

Alone could rescue them , 

Yet bitter felt it sUll to die 
Deserted, and his fnends so nigh 

He long sumves, who lives an hour 
In ocean, self upheld , 

And so long he, with unspent power, 
His destiny repelled , 

And ever, as the minutes flew. 
Entreated help, or cried “Adieu !" 
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At length, his transient respite past, 
His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in every blast. 
Could catch the sound no more 
Tor then, by toil subdued, he dranh 
The stifling wave, and then he sank 

Ko poet wept him , but the page 
Of narrative smcere, 

That tells his name, his worth, his age. 
Is wet with Anson’s tear 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalise the dead 

I therefore purpose not, or dream. 
Descanting on his fate. 

To give the melancholj theme 
A more enduring date 
But misery stdl delights to trace 
Its semblance m another s case. 

No voice divine the storm allayed, 

No hght propitious shone, 

^’hen, snatched from all effectual aid, 
IVe perished, each alone 
But I beneath a rougher sea. 

And whelmed m deeper gulls than he 


l/are/ so I79> 
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A LANDSCAPE 


How oft upon yon crmncncc our pace 
Has slacken’d to a pause, and \\ e have borne 
The ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 
While admiration feeding at the eye. 

And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene 
Thence mth what pleasure have we just discern’d 
The distant plough slow moving, and beside 
His labounng team, that swerved not from the track, 
The sturdy swam diminish'd to a boy 
Here Ouse, slow winding through a level phin 
Of spacious meads ivilh cattle sprinkled o’er, 
Conducts the eye along his sinuous course 
Debghtcd There, fast rooted in their bank 
Stand, never overlook'd, our favourite elms, 

That screen the herdsman’s sohtary hut , 

While far beyond, and overthwart the stream, 

That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale, 

The sloping land recedes into the clouds , 

Displaying on its varied side the grace 
Of hedge row beauties numberless, square tower. 

Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells 
Just undulates upon the listemng ear , 

Groves, heaths, and smoking villages remote 
Scenes must be beaptiful which daily view’d. 

Please daily, and whose novelty survives 
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lAjng knowledge nnd ihc scrutiny of j cars 
Praise justly due to those tint I dcscnbc 
Nor rural sights alone, hut ruml sounds 
Exhilaritc the spinl, nnd restore 
The tone of languid nature ^flght) winds, 

That sweep the skirt of some far spreading wood 
Of ancient grow ih, make music not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his wanding shore, 

And lull the spirit while tliej fill the mind , 
Unnumbered branches wasmg in the blast, 

And all their leas cs fast fluttering, all at once. 
Nor less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant floods, or on the softer \oicc 
Of neighbourmg fountain, or of nils that slip 
Through the cleft rock, nnd chiming as ihcj fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themseUes at lengUi 
In matted grass, that with a h\cher green 
Betrajs the secret of their silent course 
Nature inanimate cmplojs sweet sounds, 

But animated nature s\ cetcr still. 

To soothe and satisfy the human car 
Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 
The h\ elnng night nor these alone, whose notes 
Nice fingered art must emulate in earn, 

But cawang tool s, and kites that swam sublime 
In still rcpcatcel citelcs, screaming loud , 

The jay, the pic, nnd cicn the boeling owl 
That hails the resing moon, ha\ e charms for me 
Sounds inharmonious m themsehes and harsh, 

\ et heard in scenes where peace for e\cr reigns. 
And only there, please highly for their sake 
Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought 
Ueiised the weather house, that useful toy I 
Fearless of humid air nnd galhcnng rains 
Forth steps the man,— an emblem of myself,— 
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More delicate, his timoroas mite retires 
When Winter soaks the fields, ind female feet, 
Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay. 

Or ford the nvulcts, are best at home. 

The task of new discoveries falls on me 
At such a season, and with such a charge. 

Once went I forth, and found, till then unknown, 
A cottage, whither oft we since repair 
’Tis perched upon the green hill top, but close 
Environed with a nng of branching elms 
That overhang the thatch, itself unseen. 

Peeps at the vale below , so thick beset 
With foliage of such dark redundant growth, 

I called the low roofed lodge the Peasant's Nest 
And hidden as it is, and far remote 
From such unpleasing sounds as hiunt the car 
In village or in town, the bay of curs 
Incessant, clinking hammers, grinding wheels 
And infants clamorous whether pleased or pained. 
Oft have I w ished the peaceful covert mine. 

Here, I have said, at least I should possess 
The poet’s treasure, silence, and mdulge 
The dreams of fancy, tranquil and secure 
Vain thought 1 the dweller m that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords 
Its elevated site forbids the wretch 
To dnnk sweet waters of the erj stal well , 

He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch. 

And, heavy laden, bnngs his beverage home. 

Far fetch’d and bttlc worth , nor seldom waits. 
Dependent on the baker’s punctual call. 

To hear his creaking panniers at the door, 

* Angry and sad, and his last crust consumed 
So farewell envy of the Peasant's Nest 
If solitude make scant the means of life. 
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Soact> for me Tliou seeming sweet, 

Be sUU fi pleasing object in mj ^^cw, 

Mj \isit still, but nc\ cr mine abode 

Tite Task, Bool I 


SPRING 

DEScnsDiNf now (Imt cautious lest too fast) 

A sudden steep, upon a rustic bridge, 

Vc pass a giil?, in which the willovs dip 
Tlicir pendent boughs, stooping as if to dnnl 
lienee, ankle deep m mo's and flowerj th}Tnc, 

We mount again, and fed at every step 
Our foot half sunk in billocl s green and soft. 
Raised b> the molt, the miner of the soil 
lie, not unlike the great oner' of mankind. 
Disfigures earth, and plotting in the dark, 

Toils much to earn a monumental pile, 

That may record the mischiefs he Ins done 

The summit gain’d, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it ' j ct not all its jindc sccuroa 
The grand retreat from injuries impress d 
By rural carvers who with knives deface 
The pannels, leavang an obscure rude name 
In characters uncouth and spelt amiss , 

So strong the zeal t’ immortalise himself 
Beats in the breast of man that e'en a few, 

Few transient years, won from the abyss abliorrcd 
Of blank oblivaon, seem a glorious prize, 

And cv cn to a clown Now roves the eye, 

And posted on this spcculatnl bagbt 
Exults m its command The shecpfold here 
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Pours out its 0eec> tenants o’er the glebe. 

At first, progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field , but scattered by d^ees. 

Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land 
There from the sunburnt haj field, homeward creeps 
The loaded i am, while, lightened of its charge. 
The w am that meets it passes swiftly by, 

The boorish driver leaning o’er his team 
Vociferous, and impatient of delay 
Nor less attracts c is the woodland scene. 

Diversified with trees of eiery growth. 

Alike }'et various Here the gray smooth trunks 
Of ash, or hme, or beech, distinctly shine, 
kVithm the twihght of their distant shades , 

There lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shortened to its topmost boughs. 
No tree m all the grove but has its charms. 

Though each its hue peculiar paler some. 

And of a wannish gray , the willow such. 

And poplar that wath silver lines his leaf, 

And ash far stretching his umbrageous arm , 

Of deeper green the elm , and deeper still. 

Lord of the woods, the long sumvmg oak 
Some glossy leaved, and shming in the sun. 

The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 

Prolific, and the lime at dewy e\ e 

Diffusing odours nor unnoted pass 

The sycamore, capnaous in attire 

Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet 

Have changed the woods, m scarlet honours bnght 

O’er these, but far beyond (a spaaous map 

Of hill and valley interposed between). 

The Ouse, dinding the well watered land, 

Now glitters m tve sun, and now retires, 

As bashful, jet impatient to be seen 
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Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 

And such the re ascent , between them weeps 

A htUe naiad her impoverished um 

All summer long, which winter fills again 

The Task, Booh I 

Here unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, I wander , neither mist. 

Nor freezing shy nor sultry, checking me, 

Nor stranger intermeddhng with my joy 
Even in the spring and plaj'time of the j ear, 

That calls the unwonted villager abroad 
With all her little ones, a sportii e tram. 

To gather kingcups in the yellow mead, 

And pnnk their hair wnth daisies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook, 
These shades are all my own The timorous hare. 
Grown so famihar wnth her frequent guest, 

Scarce shuns me , and the stockdove unalarmetl 
Sits cooing in the pme tree, nor suspends 
His long love ditty for mj near approach 
Drawn from his refuge m some lonely elm 
That age or injury has hollow ed deep, 

Where on his bed of wool and matted Icaies 
He has outslept the winter, t enturcs forth 
To fnsk awhile, and bask in the warm sun, 

The sqmrrcl, flippant, pert, and full of play 
He sees me, and at once, sivift as a bird. 

Ascends the neighbounng beech , there whisks his 
brush. 

And perks his ears, and stamps and scolds aloud. 
With all the prettmess of feigned alarm, 

And anger msigmficantly fierce. 

The heart is hard in nature, Rnd unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
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Of sympathy, and therefore dead ahke 

To lo^ e and friendship both, that is not pleased 

With sight of animals enjoying life. 

Nor feels their happiness augment his omi 
The bounding faivn that darts across the glade 
tVhen none pursues, through mere delight of heart, 
And spmts buoyant mth excess of glee , 

The horse, as canton and almost as fleet, 

That skims the spacious meadow at full speed. 
Then stops and snorts, and throwmg high his heels 
Starts to the voluntary race again , 

The very kine that gambol at high noon. 

The total herd receiving first from one 
That leads the dance a summons to be gay. 

Though wild their strange vagaries, and uncouth 
Their efforts, >et resolved with one consent 
To give such act and utterance as they may 
To ecstasy too big to be suppressed , — 

These, and a thousand images of bliss. 

With which kind Nature graces every scene 
VTiere cruel man defeats not her design. 

Impart to the benevolent, who wish 
All that are capable of pleasure pleased, 

A far superior happiness to theirs. 

The comfort of a reasonable joy 

Tht Taslf Book VI 


THE EFFECT OF NATURAL BEAUTY 

Lovely mdeed the mimic works of Art, 

But Nature's works far lovelier I adimre, 

None more admiiks, the painter’s magic skill, 
Who shows me that which I shall never see. 
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Conveys a distant country into mine, 

And thron s Italian light on English ■n alls 
But imitative strokes can do no more 
Than please the eye— sweet Nature every sense 
The tur saluhnous of her lofty hills, 

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 

And music of her woods — no works of man 
May rival these , these all bespeak a power 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own 
Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast , 

’Tis free to all — ’Us every day renewed , 

Who scorns it, starves deservedly at home 
He does not scorn it, who, imprisoned long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sickness, which the vapours dank 
And clammy of his dork abode have bred, 
Escapes at last to liberty and light • 

His Aeek recovers soon its healthful hue. 

His ey e relummes its extinguished fires. 

He walks, he leaps, he runs — is winged with joy. 
And nots m the sweets of every breeze 
He docs not scorn it, who has long endured 
A fever's agonies, and fed on drugs. 

N or yet the manner, his blood inflamed 
V ith aend salts , his v cry heart athirst 
To gaze at Nature in her green array, 

Upon the ship's tall side he stands, possessed 
With vnsions prompted by mlense desire 
Pair fields appear below, such as he left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find, — 

He seeks them headlong, and is seen no more 

The Tasl, Book I 
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EVENING 

Come, Evening, once again, season of peace, 
Return, sweet Evening, and continue long ' 

Methinks I sec thee in the streaky u est, 

With matron step slow mo\ ing, while the night 
Treads on thy sweeping tram , one hand employ’d 
In letting fall the curtain of repose 
On bird and beast, the other charged for man 
Willi sweet oblivion of the cares of day , 

Not sumptuously adorn’d, nor needing aid. 

Like homely featured night, of clustenng gems , 

A star or two just tvankling on thy brow 
Suffices thee , sa\c that the moon is thine 
No less than hers, not worn indeed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone. 
Resplendent less, but of an ampler round 
Come then, and thou shalt find thy votary calm, 

Or make me so Composure is thy gift 
And whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To books, to music, or the poet’s toil , 

To weaving nets for bird alluring fruit , 

Or Waning silken threads round ivory reels, 

^Vhcn they command whom man was born to please , 
I slight thee not, but make thee welcome still 

The Task, Book IV 
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WINTER THE FIRST SNOW 

I SAW the w oods and fields at close of day 
A \ancgatcd show , the meadosss green, 

Though faded , and the lands, where lately waved 
The golden harvest, of a mellow brown. 

Upturn’d so Intel) b) the forceful share , 

I saw far off the weedy fallows smile 
Vith \erdure not unprofitable, grazed 
By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each 
Ills faiounte herb , while all the leafless groves, 
That skirt the honzon, wore a sable hue, 

Scarce noticed m the kindred dusk of eve 
To morrow brings a change, a total change ! 
WTiich even now, though silently perform’d 
And slowly, and by most nnfell, the face 
Of universal nature undergoes 
East falls a fleecy shower the downy flakes 
Descending, and, with never ceasing lapse, 

Softly alighting upon all below. 

Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
Gladly the thickemng mantle, and the green 
And tender blade that fear’d the chilhng blast. 
Escapes unhurt beneath so warm n veil 
In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds happiness unblighted, or, if found, 

W ithout some thistly sorrow at his side. 

It seems the part of wnsdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguish’d than ourselves, that thus 
e may with patience bear our moderate ills, 

And sympathise with others, suffering more 
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111 fares the traveller now, and he that stalks 
In ponderous boots beside his reeking team 
The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
By congregated loads adhering close 
To the clogg’d wheels , and in its sluggish pace 
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow 
The toiling steeds expand the nostnl wde. 

While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced doivnvard, is consolidated soon 
Upon their juttmg chests He, form’d to bear 
The pelting brunt of the tempestuous mght, 

With half shut eyes and pucker’d cheeks, and teetli 
Presented bare against the storm, plods on 
One hand secures his hat, save when with both 
He brandishes his pliant length of whip. 
Resounding oft, and never heard in vain 

The Task, Book IV 


THE POOR IN WINTER 

Poor, yet mdustnous, modest, quiet, neat. 
Such claim compassion in a night like this. 

And have a friend m every feeling heart 
Warm’d while it lasts, by labour, all day long 
They brave the season, and yet find at eve, 

111 clad and fed but sparely, Ume to cool 
The frugal houseuafe trembles when she hghts 
Her scanty stock of brushwood, blazing clear, 

But dying soon, hke all terrestnal joys 
The few small embers left she nurses well. 

And while her inlhnt race, with outspread hands, 
And crowded knees, sit cowenng o’er the sparks, 
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Retires, content to quake, so they be •warm’d 
The man feels least, as more muted than she 
To wnter, and the current m his vems 
More briskly moved bj his severer toil , 

Yet be too finds his orni distress in theirs 
The taper soon e\tingmsh’d, which I saw 
Dangled along at the cold finger’s end 
Just when the day declmed, and the brown loaf 
Lodged on the shelf, half eaten, mthout sauce 
Of saioury cheese, or butter costber sbll, 

Sleep seems their only refuge for, alas ' 

■Where penurj' is felt the thought is chain’d. 

And sweet colloquial pleasures are but few 
With all this thrift they thnve not. All the care 
Ingenious parsimony takes, but just 
Sa\ cs the small inventory, bed and stool. 

Skillet and old caned chest, from pubhc sale 
They hve, and live without extorted alms 
From grudging hands, but other boast have none 
To soothe their honest pndc, that scorns to beg , 
Nor comfort else, but in their mutual lo\ e 
I praise you much, ye meek and patient pair. 

For je are worthy , choosmg rather far 
A dry but independent crust, hard earn’d. 

And eaten with a sigh, tlian to endure 
The rugged frowns and insolent tebufis 
Of knaves in office, partial in the work 
Of distribution , bbcral of their aid 
To clamorous importumty in rags. 

But ofUimcs deaf to suppliants, who would blush 
To wear a tatter’d garb however coarse, 

Wliom famme carmot reconcile to filth , 

These ask with painful shjness, and refused 
Because desenmg, silently rente. 

The Task, Book IV 
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THE WINTER MORNING 

Tis morning ; and the sun with ruddy orb 
Ascending fires the horizon while the clouds 
That crowd away before the driving wind, 

More ardent as the disk emerges more, 

Resemble most some city in a blaze. 

Seen through the leafless wood His slanting ray 
Slides ineffectual dowm the snoivy vale. 

And tmging all with his own rosy hue, 

From c\ery herb and every spiiy blade 
Stretches a length of shadow o’er the field 
Mine, spmdhng into longitude immense, 

In spite of gravity, and sage remark 
That I myself am but a fleeting shade. 

Provokes me to a smile With eye askance 
I view the muscular proportioned limb 
Transformed to a lean shank The shapeless pair, 
As they designed to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step , and as I near approach 
The cottage, walk along the plastered wall, 
Preposterous sight ' the legs wathout the man 
The verdure of the plain lies buned deep 
Beneath the dazzling deluge , and the bents 
And coarser grass, upspeanng o’er the rest. 

Of late imsightly and unseen, now shine 
Conspicuous, and in bright apparel clad, 

And fledged wnth icy feathers, nod superb 
The cattle mourn in comers where the fence 
Screens them, arid seem half petrified to sleep 
In unrccumbcnt sadness There they wait 
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Their \\onted fodder, not like Tiungering man. 
Fretful if unsuppbed, but silent, meek. 

And patient of the slow paced swain’s'dclaj 
He bom the stack carves out the accustomed load, 
Deep plunging, and again deep plunging oft. 

His broad keen knife into the solid mass , 

Smooth as a naill the upright remnant stands, 

With such undeviating and e\en force 
He se\ crs it away no needless care 
Lest storms should overset the leaiung pile 
Deciduous, or its own unbalanced n eight 
Forth goes the woodman, leaving unconcerned 
The cheerful haunts of man, to meld the axe 
And dm e the wedge in yonder forest drear, 

From mom to eve his solitarj’ task 
Shagg}, and lean, and shreud, mth pointed cars 
i\nd tail cropped short, half lurcher and half cur. 
His dog attends him Close behind his heel 
Now creeps he slow , and now mth many a fnsk 
Wide scampering, snatches up the drifted snow 
With i\ory teeth, or ploughs it mlh his snout , 
Then shakes his powdered coat, and barks for joy 
Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl 
Moves right toward the mark , nor stops for aught, 
But now and then with pressure of his thumb 
To adjust the fragrant charge of a short tube 
That fumes beneath his nose the trailing cloud 
Streams far behind him, scenting all the air 

The Tosh, Book V 
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THE BARNYARD 

Non from the roost, or from the naghbourmg pale, 
diligent to catch the first faint gleam 
Of smiling da>, the} gossiped side by side, 

Come trooping at the housewfe’s well-known call 
The feathered tribes domestic. Half on wing, 

And half on foot, they brush the fleecy flood, 
Consaous, and fearful of too deep a plunge. 

The sparrows peep, and quit the sheltering eases 
To scire the fair occasion Y ell thej c}c 
The scattered grain, and thievishl> resolved 
To escape the impending famine, often scared 
As oft return, a pert voracious 1 ind 
Clean riddance quicklj made, one onl) care 
Remains to each, the search of sunny nook, 

Or shed impcmous to the blast. Resigned 
To sad ncccssitj, the cock foregoes 
His wonted strut, and wadmg at their head 
With well considered steps, seems to resent 
His altered gait and stalebncss retrenched 

77//' rasi, Book V 


A BRIGHT DAY IN WINTER 

The night was wantcr in his roughest mood, 
The morning sharp and dear But now at noon 
Upon the southern side of the slant hilh, 

And where the woods fence off the northern blast. 
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The season smiles, rcsignmg all its rage, 

And has the warmth of May The r ault is blue 
Without a cloud, and white wthout a sped 
The daziling splendour of the scene below 
Agam the harmony comes o’er the a ale, 

And through the trees I \iew the embattled tower 
VTiencc all the music I again perceive 
The soothing influence of the wafted strains, 

And settle in soft musings as I tread 

Tire walk, suU verdant, under oaks and elms, 

Whose outspread branches o\ erarch the glade 
The roof, though mov able through all its length 
As the \md swa} s it, has j et well sufficed, 

And intercepting in their silent fall 

The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 

No noise is here, or none that hmders tliought 
The redbreast narblcs still, but is content 
W iih slender notes, and more than half suppressed 
Pleased with his sohtude, and flitting hght 
From spray to spray, where’er he rests he shakes 
From many a twig the pendent drops of ice. 

That tinkle in the mthered leaves below 
Stillness, accompanied with sounds so soft, 

Charms more than silence Meditation here 
May thmk down hours to moments Here the heart 
May give a useful lesson to the head. 

And learning vnscr grow without his books 

TAe Tash, Book 
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THE LESSON OF THE STARS 

Man \icw 5 it and admiras, but rests content 
With what he nens The landscape has his praise, 
But not its Author Unconcctned who formed 
The paradise he secs, he finds it such , 

And such a cll pleased to find it, asks no more. 

Not so the mmd that has been touched from Hcaien, 

And in the school of sacred unsdom taught 

To read liis wonders, in whose thought the world, 

Fair as it is, existed ere it was 

The soul that secs Him, or receives sublimed 

New faculties, or learns at least to employ 

More worthily the powers she oivncd before, 

Discerns in all things v hat, with stupid gaze 
Of Ignorance, till then she overlooked, 

A ray of hea\cnl> light gilding all forms 
Terrestrial, in the voist and the minute, 

The unambiguous footsteps of the Go'l 
Who gives its lustre to an insect’s wing, 

And wheels His throne upon the rollitig worlds. 

Much conversant watli Heaven, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man 
That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp, 

Sweet conference , inquires what strains i.crc thej 
With which heaven rang, when every star, m haste 
To gratulatc the ncw-crcatcd earth, 

Sent forth a v oicc, and all tlic sons of God 
« Shouted for joj — “ Tell me, jc shining hosts 
That navagatc a sca>that knows no storms, 

Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 

F 
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If from your ele%abon, ^\hence ye view 
DisUncUy scenes invisible to man, 

And systems of whose birth no tidings yet 
Ha^ e reached this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favoured as ours, transgressors from the womb, 
And hasting to a grave, jet doomed to nse, 

And to possess a brighter heaven than jmurs ’ 

As one who long detamed on foreign shores 
Pants to return, and when he sees afar 
His country’s weather bleached and battered rocks 
From the green wave emergng, darts an eye 
Radiant wth joy towards the happy land, 

So I with animated hopes behold. 

And many an achmg wish, your beamy fires. 

That show like beacons in the blue abj-ss. 

Ordained to guide the embodied spirit home. 

From toilsome hfe to never ending rest 

Tht Task, Book V 
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THE MISERIES OF KINGS 


I PITY kings whom worship waits upon 
Obsequious, from the cradle to the throne , 
Before t.hosc infant eyes the flatterer liows, 
And binds a WTcath about their babj brow*- , 
^\^lom education stiflcns into state. 

And death awakens from that dream too htc 
Oh 1 if semlily, with supple knees, 

Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to please. 
If smooth dussimulation, skilled to grace 
A dcenl’s purpose with an angel's face, — 

If smiling peeresses and simpering peers, 
Encompassing his throne a feu <hort jears, — 

If the gill carnage and the pampered steed, 
That wants no druing and disdains (he lead, — 
If guards, mccbanicallj forme*'! in ranks, 
riajing, at beat of dnim, Ihcir martial pranLs, 
Shouldering and standing, as if struck to stone, 
While condescending majesty looks on, — 

If monarch) consist in such base things, 
Sighing, I sa) again, I pit) 1 mgs ' 

To he suspected, thwarted, and wathstood, 
Even when he labours for Ins counir)’s good,— 
To see a band called patnol for no cau'e 
But lint thc) catch at jiopvilar applause. 
Careless of all life nnsiet) he feeh, 

Hook disapptaintniciU on the public wheels, 
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With all their flippant flucnc} of tongue, 

Most confident, avhen palpably most ^\rong, — 

If this be hinglj, then farewell for me 
All kingship, and ma) 1 be poor and free ’ 

To be the T able Talk of clnbs up s'airs, 

To which the unwashed artificer repairs, 

To indulge his genius after long fatigue 

Bj dinng into cabinet intrigue 

(For what kings deem a toil, as well they maj. 

To him IS relaxation and mere plaj ) , — 

To win no praise when well wrought plans prerail, 
But to be rudcl} censured rvhen thc> fail, — 

To doubt the lore his faaountes maj pretend, 

And m reality to find no friend, — 

If he indulge a cultiaated taste, 

Ills galleries wth the works of art well graced, 

To hear it called extraa-agance and waste , 

If these attendants, and if such as these, 

Must follow roj alt) , then w clcome ease ' 

Howc\ cr humble and confined the sphere, 

Ilapp) the state that has not these to fear 

Tahh Talk 


BRITISH FREEDOM 


— Tell me, if you can, what power maintains 
A Briton’s scorn of arbitar) chains ? 

That were a theme might animate the dead. 

And moa e the lips of poets cast in lead 
B The cause, though worth the search, mat jet ‘ 
elude ‘ 

Conjecture and remark, howcier shrewd 
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They fake, perhaps, a well directed aim, 

^^'T^o seek it m his climate and his frame 
Liberal in all things else, jet Nature here 
With stem seventy deals out the year 
Winter invades the spring, and often pours 
A chilling flood on summer’s drooping flou ers , 
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending, curl the streams , 
The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work 
Thus with a ngour, for his good designed. 

She rears her favourite man of all mankind, 

His form robust and of clastic tone. 
Proportioned well, half muscle and halflionc, 
Supplies with warm activity and force 
A mind well lovlgcd, and masculine of course 
I fence Liberty, sweet Liberty, inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but noliH fires 
Patient of constitutional control, 
lie bears it with meek manliness of soul , 

But ifautliorit) grow wanton, wot 
To him that treads upon his frcc-l)orn toe 1 
One step bej ond the boundar> of the law s 
Tires him at once m Frctdoni’s glorious cause 
Thus proud Prerogative, not much revered, 

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and 
heard , 

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gaj. 

Is 1 cpt to strut, look big, and talk away 
Born in a climate softer far than ours, 

Not formed like us with such Ilcradcan powers, 
The Trcncliman, cas) , debonair, and brisk, 

Giv c lum bis lass, his fiddle, and his frisk 
Is nhvajii happ},* reign whoever nia), 

And laughs the sense of misery far aw a) 
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He dnnlvS bis simple beverage wth a gust, 

And feasting on an omon and a crust, 

We never feel tbe alacrity and joy 
With vihich he shouts and carols, “ ViveU RoyF 
Filled with ns much true memment and glee 
As if he heard his king say, “ Slave, be free 1” 
Thus happiness depends, as nature shows, 

Less on extenor things than most suppose 
Vigilant over all that He has made, 

Kind Providence attends with gracious aid. 

Bids equity throughout His works prevail. 

And weighs the nations in an even scale 
— Freedom has a thousand charms to show. 

That slaves, howe'er contented, never know 
The mind attains beneath her happj reign 
The growth that Nature meant she should 
attain, 

Rehgion, nchest favour of the skies. 

Stands most rev cal'd before the freeman’s eyes , 
No shades of superstition blot the daj , 

Libert) chases all that gloom awa) 

The soul, emanapated, unoppress’d,. 

Free to prove all things, and hold fast the best. 
Learns much, and to a thousand listening minds. 
Communicates with joy the good she finds 
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His manlj forehead to the fiercest foe , 

Glonous m war, but for the sake of peace. 

His spints nsmg as his toils increase. 

Guards w ell what arts and mdusti)’ have w on. 
And Freedom claims him for her firstborn son 
Slav es fight for what were better cast away. 

The chain that bmds them, and a tj-rant’s sway , 
But the) that fight for freedoms undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake, 
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Religion, \irtue, tnilh, whatccr \\c call 
A blessing, freedom is the pledge of all 
O Liberty ! tlie pnsoner’s pleasing dream, 

The poet's muse, liis passion, and his theme, 
Genius is thine, and thou art 1 anc 3 's nurse, 

Lost without thee the ennobling jiowcrs of icrsc , 
Heroic song from thj free touch acquires 
Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires 
Place me where Winter breathes his keenest air, 
And I will sing, if Libert j lie there. 

And I will sing at Liberty’s dear feet, 

In Afne’s tomd clime, or India’s fiercest heat 


FHE PATRIOT AND THE MARTYR 

Patriots base toil'd, and in their conntiy's cau'c 
Pled nobly, and llicir deals, ns tlic> dcNcrie, 
Rcccisc proud rccomiicnsc \\c give m charge 
Their names to the sweet lyTc The histone must, 
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times , and Sculpture, in her turn, 

Ones Ixind in stone and c\tr during lira'-s 
To guard them, and to immortalise her tni-t 
P.ut fairer WTcalhs arc due, though ncsir jeaid, 

To those who, iwsted at the shniic of initb, 

Hasc fallen in her defence A jntnoiV Mood, 

\\ ell spent m such a strife, may earn Inde'ed, 

And for a time tn'^urc to his lo\ed laud, 

The sweets of hlt-rty and equal laws 
Rut martyrs struggle for a hnghter pure 
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And wnit iMth more pain Their blood is shed 
In confirmation of the noblest claim. 

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth, 

To walk wth God, to be divinely free, 

To soar, and to anticipate the skies 

Yet few remember them They h\ed unknomi 

Till Persecution dragg’d them into fame, 

And chased them up to heaven Their ashes flew 
—No marble tells us whither With their names 
No bard embalms and sanctifies his song , 

And history, so warm on meaner themes, 

Is cold on this. She execrates indeed 
The tyranny that doomed them to the fire. 

But gives the glonous sufferers little praise 
He IS the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all ore slaves beside. There’s not a chain 
That hellish foes confederate for his harm 
Can ivind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes 
He looks abroad mto the varied field 
Of nature, and though jioor perhaps compared 
With those whose mansions ghtter m his sight, 
Calls the delightful scenery all his own 
His are the mountains, and the vallejs his, 

And the resplendent nvers His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel. 

But avho, with filial confidence inspired. 

Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye, 

And smilmg say — “ My Father made them all 
Are they not his by a pecuhar right, 

And by an emphasis of interest his. 

Whose cj'e they fill wath tears of holy joy, 

^Vhose heart wath praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that linweaned lo\e 
That planned, and built, and still upholds a world 
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So clothed ^Vllh beaut}, for rtbellious man ’ 

Tes — }c may fill }our gamers, }c that reap 
The loaded soil, and }e ma} waste much good 
In senseless not , but yt will not find 
In feast or in the chase, in ■^ng or dance, 

A liberty like his, w ho unimpeachctl 
Of usurpation, and to no man's a rong. 
Appropriates nature as his Father’s work, 
r\nd has a ncher use of }mirs than }ou 
He 15 indeed a freeman F rce liy Inrth 
Of no mean cit}, plannc<l or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains opcne<l, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waecs 
Ills frcetlom is the same m cecr) State 
And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold m cares, u hose c\ eiy day 
brings its own cnl with it, makes it less 
For he has wings that neither sickne'ss, pam, 

Nor penury, can cripple or conlme 
No nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
\N ith case, and is at large Tlic oppressor holds 
Ills Ixxl} bound, but knoics not w hat a range 
Ills spirit takes, unconscious of a chain, 

And that to bind him is a \am nUcnipi 
A\'hom God delights m, and in whom He dwell'- 

The rasl, bool \ 
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THE BASTILLE 

PUBUSHED IN 17S0, MNE YI^AES BEFORE THE FALE 
OF THE BASTILLE. 

Then shame to manhood, and opprobrious more 
To France than all her losses and defeats, 

Old or of later date, bj sea or land, 

Her house of bondage, u'orse than that of old 
WTuch God avenged on Pharaoh — the Bastille. 

Ye homd towers, the abode of broken hearts, 

\ e dungeons, and ye cages of despair. 

That monarchs ha\e supplied from age to age 
With music such as suits their soicreign ears, 

The sighs and groans of miserable men ' 

There’s not an Enghsh heart that would not leap 
To hear that ) e were fallen at last , to know 
That ev en our enemies, so oft employed 
In forging chams for us, themselves M ere free 
For he who values hberly confines 
Ills real for her predominance wilhm 
No narrow bounds , her cause engages him 
Wherever pleaded ’Tis the cause of man 
There ducll the most forlorn of human kind. 
Immured though unaccused, condemned untried, 
Cruellj spared, and hopeless of escape. 

There, like the visionarj emblem seen 
B> him of Babjlon, life stands a stump. 

And, filleted about with hoops of brass, 

Still lives, thougb all its pleaAnt boughs are gone 
To count the hour bell, and expect no change 
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And c\cr as the sullen sound js hcird, 

Still to rcdcct, that though a jojlcss note 
To him whose moments all haac one dull pace, 
Ten thousand rovers in the world at large 
Account It music , that it summons some 
To theatre or jocund feast or ball , 

The weaned hireling finds it a release 
From labour , and the lover, who has chid 
Its long delay, feels ever) welcome slrol c 
Upon hts heart strings, trembling vnth delight - 
To fl) for refuge from du^tracting thought 
To such amusements as ingenious woe 
Conlnves, hard shifting and walhoiil her tools— 

To read engraven on the mouldy walls, 

In staggering t) 7 ics, his prcdcccs'or’s lak, 

A sad memorial, and subjoin his own — 

To turn purvejor to an overgorged 
And hloatal spider, till the pampcrcil ]>esl 
Is made familiar, watches his approacli, 

Comes at his call, and serves him for a frnnd— 

To wear out time in mimlicring to and fro 
The studs lint thick cmlioss his iron door, 

I hen downward and then upward, then a'iloni. 

And then ahemate, with a sicklj hope 
B) dint of change to give lus toslclc"^ 'aA 
Some relish, till the sum exactly found 
In all directions, he licgms npin — * 

Oil comfortless existence 1 licmm’d nro mil 
NYith woes, which who tint suffers woald no' knot.) 
And beg for cvitc, or the pangs of death ? 

Tint man should thus encroach on fellow 
Abridge him of lus just and n-'tive nglu', 

Lradicate him, tear him from hn hoM 
Ui>on the endcaments of domestic life 
And social, mp his fnuifulncss an I u' , 
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And doom liim for perhaps a hcwllcss word 
To Inrrcnncss, and solitude, nnd tears 
Mo\es indignation, makes the name of 1 ing 
(Of king •nhom such prcrogati\c can please) 

As dreadful as the ^fnnIchean God, 

Adored through fear, strong onlj to deslro} 

TU Trtfh, HookV 


TRUE lOYALT’i 

Wf loo arc friends to lojnitj We lo\c 
The king uho loacs the laa, respects Ins liounds, 
And reigns content wthin tlicm Inm ■we serre 
Freely and uith delight, a\ho leases ns free 
Hut recollecting still that he is man, 

We trust him not loo far JOng though he lie, 
And king in England too, he maj be s\cak, 

And vain enough to lie ambitious still, 

May exercise nmiss his proper powers, 

Or co\ct more than freemen choose to grant 
Bej ond that mark is treason lie is ours, 

To adrmnistcr, to guard, to adorn the State, 

But not to avarp or change iL We arc his, 

To sera c him nobl) in the common cause, 

True to the death, but not to be his sla\ cs 
Mark nou the difference, jc that boxst jour lore 
Ofkmgs, bctucen your Jojally and ours 
We lose the man, the paltry pageant j ou , 

We the chief patron of the commonwealth. 

You the regardless author of it? woes , 

We, for the sake of libcrtj , a king, 
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Vou chains and Imnda^e for a tjaant's sal c. 

Our love js prinaplc, and has ns roo' 

In reason, is jiidicious, man!), free. 

Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rexi 
And licbs the foot that treads it in the dust 
W'lic I ingship as true treasure a- it seems, 
•Sterling, and vrorlhj of a wise man's vvidi, 
r would not lie a I mg to l>c lirlovcd 
Causeless, and daubcsl with un iisctming praise 
^\hcrc love is mere nltachmcnt to in'* f}iro''e, 

Isol to the man who fills it as he ought 

7/r 7asC I'-ool ^ 


PATRIOTISM 

I*sr,i,AVD, \Mth all tli} faults, I love thee siitf 
M) counlr) J and, while jet a rsxii i, left 
Where Lnghsh nunds and manners m-) be found. 
Shall be constraineal to love thee Though tlsj cbmc 
l!e tickle, and tli) jear, mo t gait, dc'’ormcd 
With dripping r.ams, or witherc<5 lij a fio t, 

I votild not jet exchange thy sullen 1 ics 
And fields \ ilhout a fiowtr, for warmer France 
With nil her vines , nor for Ainomas gio\e-s 
Of golden fruitage, and h<r ir^rtlc Wmers 
To shal c thy stnam, and from heignis 'ablime 
Of patriot clofjuence 'o flash dowri fire 
Upon thy ffws, wa- never meant my !a L , 

Hut 1 can feel tliy fortuime, anJ partaJ e 
Thy joys and 'one* v' with as true a 1 cart 
As any thundrT<r there \rid I ran feel 
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Thy follies too, and wTith a 3 ust disdain 
Frown at effeminates, whose very looks 
Reflect dishonour on the land I love. 

How, in the name of soldiership and sense. 

Should England prosper, ivhen such things, as smooth 
And tender as a girl, all essenced o’er 
With odours, and as profligate as sweet, 

Who sell their laurel for a myrtle ivrcath. 

And love when they should fight, — when such as these 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause? 

Time ivas when it u as praise and boast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might. 

That we were bom her children , praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a pnvale man. 

That Chatham’s language was his mother tongue, 

And Wolfe’s great name compatnot with his own 
Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter ! They have fallen 
Each in his field of glory one in arms, 

And one in council — ^Wolfe upon the lap 
Of smiling Victory that moment won. 

And Chatham, heart sick of his country’s shame I 
They made us many soldiers Chatham still 
Consulting England’s happiness at home. 

Secured it by an unforgiving froivn 

If any wronged her Wolfe, where’er he fought, 

Put so much of his heart into his act. 

That his example had a magnet’s force. 

And all were swift to follow whom all loved 
Those suns are set Oh rise some other such ' 

Or all that \\c have left is empty talk 
Of old achievements, and despair of new 

c The Task, Book II 
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AGAINST SLAVJ:R^ 

Oil for a lodge in some \'ist •aildcrncxs, 

Some boundless contigmtj of shade, 

Where Tumour of oppression nnd deceit. 

Of unsuccessful or successful s\ar, 

T^Iight never reach me more ! Mj car is painM, 
i\Ij soul is Hid. willi ever) daj's njvort 
Of wrong and outrage \nih which earth is fill’d 
There is no flesh in man’s obdurate hcait' — 

It does not feel for man , the natural l/ond 

Of brolhorhoo<l is sever’d as the flav 

That falls asunder at the touch of fire 

lie finds his fellow guilij of a skm 

Not colour’d hi c his own, and Irvang power 

To enforce the wrong, for such a wonhj cause 

Dooms and devotee him as his lawful pic) 

Lands intcrEcctc<l b} a narrow fntli 
Abhor each other Mountains intrrpo'-cd, 

Malte enemies of nations, who had else 
Like kindred drops l«.en irunph'd into one 
Tims man devotes his brother, and dcstrojs 
And worse than all, and mon to lie dcplonal 
\s human Nature’s broadest, fmdot blot. 

Chains him, and tables him, and exacts hn sweat 
With stripes, that Mere) with a hlccling hcait 
Weeps wlten the see inflictc<l on a Imt''’*.. 

^ hen what is man ? And what man sctirp ihw, 
And havang human feelings, doc< mu hlu h 
And liaiig his hcaTl, to ihiul luni'dl a tuati' 

I would not luve a alavc to till mj jpo nl. 
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To can} me, lo fan me wlulc I sleep. 

And tremble when I wake, for dl the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have c\er earn’d 
Ao dear as freedom is, and m mj heart s 
Just estimation pmed aliose all pnee, 

I had much rather be rojself tlic sla\c 
And near the bonds, than fasten them on him 
c have no sla\ es at home — ^Then why abroad ? 
And the} themselves once femed o’er the wa\e 
Tlial parts us, are cmancipa’e and loosed 
Slai es cannot breathe in England , if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment thej arc free. 

They toucli our counti}, and their shackles fall 
That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing Spread it then, 

And let It arculate through ever} vein 

Of all }our empire , that where Ilntam’s power 

Is felt, mankind ma} feel her mere} too 

Tie Taih Book H 


Heaven speed the canvas, gallantly unfurled 
To furrusli and accommodate a world, 

To give the pole the produce of the sun, 

And knit the unsoaal climates into one. — 

Soft airs and gentle hcavangs of the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose errand is to save. 

To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of opulence in sorrow's face. — 

I.et nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen, 

Imjieik the kark that ploughs the deep serene, 
Charged witli a freight transceaiding in its worth 
The penis of Indu, nature’s late-st birth, 

Tliat flic', Id c fiabnel on hu Lord’s commands, 
/V bcral'l of Cod’s love to pagan lands. 
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But nh 1 vliat •wish can prosper, or uhat prn)er, 
For mcrcbanls rich in cargoes of despair, 

\\Tio dn\e a loathsome traffic, gauge and span, 
And huj the muscles and the Ixmcs of man ? 

ILc tender tics of father, husband, fnend, 

All Imnds of nature in tlint moment end , 

And each endures, ashile jet lu. draus his breath, 
A stroke as fatal ns the scythe of death 
The sable uamor, frantic ssith regret 
Of her he loses, nnd nestr can forget. 

Loses m tears the far receding 'here, 

But not the thought that they must meet no 
more , 

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow, 

What has he left, that lit can jet forego » 

Ves, to deep sadness sullenly resigned, 
lie feels his Ikk1>'s bondage in his mind , 

Puts olThis generous nature' , nnd, to suit 
Ills manners mtli Ins fate, puts on the brute 
O most degrading of all ilb, that wan 
On man, a niourneT m hr Iks' estate ! 

AH other sorrows \-7ruic may endure. 

And find submission more tlian hdf a cure 
Onef IS itself a nichcinc, ami Ik- towe*! 

To improve the foilitude lliat Ivcais tlic Ir'^d, 

To teach the wanderer, ns Ins woes mctca'i, 

TIic path of \\ isdoni, nil vvlurc paths "re jw-rc- , 

But slavciy ' — \ mue drirds u ns her gmvi 

Patience it^e'lf is meanness in a s1a\c 

Or if the vs lit and tov creyntj 

Bid ‘^ufTcr n awhile, anil iss the io-5 

\\ ail for the daw I mg efn bngh’i r ih>. 

And snap the chain the moment when jfu m*. 

N' Uun inipnnts n whateVr vtt. tec 
lint has Cl heart nnd life in r, '‘Ik fre 
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The beasts arc diartered — neither age nor force 
Can quel! the lore of freedom m a horse 
lie breaks the cord that held him at the rack , 
And, consaous of an unencumbered back, 

Snutts up the mornmg air, forgets the rein, 

Loose fly his forelock and his ample mane, 
Responsise to the distant neigh he nciglis, 

Nor stops, till, oicrlcaping all dclaja., 
lie finds the pasture sslierc Jus fellows graae. 

Canst thou, and honour’d wfh a Cbnstinn name, 
Bu) uhat is woman born, and feel no shame? 
Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a w arrant for the deed ? 

So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold 
To quit the forest and inradc the fold 
bo maj the nifhan, who with ghosllj glide, 

Dagger in hand, steals close to j our bedside , 

Not he, but his emergence, forced the door, 

He found it inconscnicnl to he poor 

Has God then gi\cn its sweetness to the cane, 

Unless His laire be trampled on — in a am? 

Built n braic world, which cannot jet subsist, 
Unless His right to rule it be dismiss’d ? 

Impudent blasphemy 1 So E oily pleads, 

And Aaaricc being judge, with case succeeds 

Cf'an/j 
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THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDEIL 

T}iEsr therefore I can piij, pltcctl remote 
From nil that science traces, art m\cnls. 

Or inspiration teaches , and tnclo'cd 
In boundless oceans, never to be pa's'd 
B> navngntors uninformVl nr the). 

Or plough'd i>crhaps 1;> llnlith bnrU again 
But far bc)cmd the rest, and vvnth most cau«e. 

Thee, gentle savage whom no lore of time 
Or thine, but cumAit) perhaps. 

Or else vnin glorj, jiromptcil us to dnv 
Forth from ihj native Iwwers, to «ho*s thee here 
^\uh what superior si ill v.c can abuse 
Tile gifts of I'rovuknce, ard o^uan Icr lift 
The dream is past and thou has* foutid sg'in 
Til} cocoa^ and bananir, pilm^ and jam s. 

And homes*. all tliatch'd with leave? Bj* hast tlmu 
found 

Their former charms? And luving s-^n o r 'tate. 
Our palaces, our ladic". and *jiir pomp 
Orcqtiipagc, our gardens, and o-jr *par!'. 

And heard o’lr muMC . are th) nmplc fnen k, 

Th} riniple fare, and all ih} plain delight 
As slcar to thee ■'s once? j\rd have ihv } 0 }^ 

U>st nothing b) cominrivon with oiu * 

Kude as (h<m art (for vvr return <5 ihr^ ri dc 
And Ignorant, except of ojtwanl v' m’ 

I cannot thin! thee j ct s > dull o'" I r~it 
And spiritless, as rr to regret 

■■ Oml', nlrmrr rt O V_-,<* " tr'V ,nt ' ,1 
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S^veets tasted here, and left as soon os known. 
MeUunks I sec thee slrajing on the beach, 

And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot 
If eier it has washed our distant shore. 

I sec thee weep, and thine arc honest tears, 

A patnot’s for his country thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state, 

From which no pow er of thine can raise her up 
Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err, 
Perhaps errs htUe when she paints thee thus. 

She tells me too, that duly every morn 
Thou chmb’st the mountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watery waste 
For sight of ship from England E\ery speck 
Seen m the dim horizon turns thee pile 
Wth conflict of contending hopes and fears 
But comes at last the dull and dusky eve, 

And sends thee to thy cabin, well prepared 
To dream all night of what the day denied 
Alas I expect it not We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country Doing good. 
Disinterested good, is not our trade 
We travel far, ’tis true, but not for nought , 

And must be bribed to compass earth again 
By other hopes and richer fruits than ymure 

The Task, Book I 
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PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS 


Dctenori jcquor 

] o\.'s I 'im “iliockc^l il iHl jjBrch-isc of sK\c'i, 

Ami fenr lho“e ^^bol)uy ihem nnil SjAI tbcn) nrc I m\t -- , 
\Mnt 1 hcnr of Ihor F'vrdshiji';, tlicir torture^, a«'J 
Is almost enough to draw pilj from stones. 

I jjitj them greall}, but I mU'l bo mam, 

For how could wc do without sugar and rum? 

Fsjrccially sugar, so ncsalful v c stc , 

YTiat ! gisc up our desserts, our cofTtc, and tea ? 

Resides, if we do, the I rcnch, DuHi, and Dane* 

Will hcartil) thank us, no doubt, for our pain^ 

If we do not hu) the poor creatures, they a ill , 

And tortures and groans will l>c multiplied still 

If foreigners likevsasc would gwe up the trade. 

Much more in Khalf of >o ir wFh misjht I’l. s-n l, 

Rut while they get riches by purcha'tng blacts, 

Pray tell me why vre may not abo go ‘ larl s? 

Your scniples and nrgnments biiu,, tiv iry t iir 5 
\ story so pat, you m^y think a isc >inc-l. 

On jiurper e to amwer you, out o'”!!'! mint 
Rut I can issure you I saa a m jui i‘ 

A youngster at wha-d, more '-"late *^aa the tr}, 

•Had once Ins imcftity ti t tn th' tes' 

His romndf' 1 ad pbutce! ~n etc! "fd to to' , 
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He w-as shocked, sir, hkeymi, and a^lsl^crcd— “Oh, no 
What ! lob our good naghbour ? I pray 3 on don't go , 
Besides, the man’s poor, his orchard’s his bread 
Then think of his children, for they must be fed ” 

“ You speak aery fine, and 3’ou look very gra\c, 

But apples u c u-ant, and apples we’ll have 
If 30U will go avilh us, 30U shall have a share , 

If not, 3 ou shall have neither apple nor pear ’’ 

They spoke, and Tom pondered — “ I sec they mil go 
Poor man t v,hat a pity to injure him so ! 

Poor man 1 I u ould save him his fruit if I could, 

But stajang behind mil do Inm no good 

“ If the matter depended alone upon me, 

His apples might hang till they dropped from the tree , 
But since they mil take them, I think I'll go too , 

He will lose none by me, though I get a fen ’’ 

His scniplcs thus silenced, Tom felt more at case, 

And went wth his comrades the apples to seize , 

He blamed and protested, but joined in the plan , 

He shared in the plunder, but pitied the man 


THE MORNING DREAM 

’Twas m the glad season of spring, 
Asleep at the dawm of the day, 

I dreamed what I cannot' but sing. 
So pleasant n seemed as I lay 
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I (Ircamctl that, on ocean afloat, 

J'ar hence to tJic wc'lveard I mailed, 

WTnic the LsHows high liftc"! the ho-'t, 

And the fresh blowing brceie never faded 

In the steerage a v oman I 'a v , 

Such at leas* was (he form that '!il v ore, 
Who'c beaut) impressed me with awe, 
Never taught me bj woman bchjrrt 
Slic sal, and a shield at her fi It 
Shed light, like a san on the vsi’ c-, 

And Ftnilmg divinelj, rhe cried — 

“ I go to make freemen of 'la' cs ' 

T hen raising her voice t*-* a ••'rain 
Tlic sweetest dial ear ever heard, 

She sang of the slave s htol cn chain 
\\ herev cr tier glon apptarc<) 

•'omc clouds, V Inch had over ii hung, 

I Icvl, chased b) her inclo'lj char, 

And methought v lule she IdKriv uc” 

Twas hbert) nnlv lo her 

Thus svifd) dividing the flao' 

1 o a slave cultutol I'lan 1 vve c^mc, 

\\'hcre a Demon, her tneai), — 
Opprc'-'inn Ins lemldc iniT^ 
fn lus ban 1, as ihc sign <if )us sv a\ 

A scourge linn,' wiih lis'iev he Dj ' 

And si.nel hsAtn,’ ou fer 1 > pi > 

I'ri m Africa s ortowful siu-ie 

Hut srion ns apj nachinp the hnJ 
That gi'sldc Id o uo'"an he v-e 'td, 

Tlie scour, t^hc D, fall fi ••'i In'- h'n 
Wi'h tdo-sl In ' l^c>.t'ii’-i t V'' 
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I saw him bolh sicken and die, 

And, the moment the monster expired. 
Heard shouts that ascended the skj , 

Prom thousands with rapture inspired 

Awaking, how could I but muse 
At what such a dream should bebde ? 

But soon my ear caught the glad news. 

Which served my weak thought for a gmde,- 
That Britannia, renowned o’er the waves 
For the hatred she ever has shoivn 
To the black sceptred rulers of slaves. 
Resolves to ha\ c none of her ow n 
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THE KING 

Oh ! bright occisions of di'-j>cn‘.ing good, 
lion seldom need, hon httk undtr^tood ’ 

To pour m Virtue’s lip her just rc\ jrd , 

Keep Vice rcstriin'd behind i double guard , 

1 o quell the faction tint ntTronts the throne 
Bj silent mignanimitj nlont , 

To nurse nitli tender care the thnsing artv, 

Watch cserj beam philosoph) imjnrta 
T o gi\ e Bebgion her unbndlcd scope. 

Nor judge bj statute a liclicscr's hope . 

With close fidchtj and hne un‘'c)gne<l 
To I cep the nntriiuontal Ixand unstalufl , 

Cor clous onl) of a \irtuou, pr^i'c 
His life a Icavon to the land ho swaj** , 

To touch the suord with conscanlioufi aue 
Nor draw it but ashen dut> bids lumdraas , 

To sheath it m the peace restoring clrvo 
Withjov brjond asLat sictorj l>e<toaas - 
lllcsl countrj ' aahctc the'e 1 ingl) {•hirios slujir 
Blest England I if this happmes I>c thuic 

TiHV /; s' 
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THE STATESMAN 

(CHATHASt ) 

In him, Demosthenes was heard again, 

Liberty taught him her Athenian strain , 

She clothed him with aulhonty and awe, 

Spoke from his bps, and in his looks ga\e Ian 
His speech, his form, his action, full of grace. 

And dl his country beammg in his face. 

He stood, as some inimitable hand 
Would stnve to make a Paul or Tully stand 
No sycophant or slave that dared oppose 
Her saaed cause, but trembled when he rose. 

And eiery venal stickler for the joke 

Felt himself crushed at the first word he spoke 

Table Talk 


THE SOLDIER 

Let laurels, drenched m pure Parnassian dews. 
Reward his memory, dear to every muse, 

Who, avith a courage of unshaken root. 

In honour’s field advancing his firm foot. 

Plants it upon the line that justice drau's. 

And will prevail or perish m her cause 

And when recording History displays 

Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days. 

Tells of a few stout hearts that fought and died 

AVhose duty placed them, at their country’s side, — 
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Tlic mnn that is not jnosc<l mih isjnt he rcails, 
Tlial Lakes not fire at tlicir heroic deeds, 
Unworthy of the blessings of the braic. 

Is base in kind, and born to be a slai t 
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THH POET 

I KNOW the mintl that feels mdec'’ the frit 
The Muse imparts, and ran command tin- Ijrt, 
Acts with a force, and 1 tndlc'. with a real, 
\\lnle'cr the tlieine, lint others nc\er fed 
Silt pours a sensibility dumc 
/Monp the ncnc of leciy feeling line 
Hut if a deed not tamely to K Ivunc, 

1 ire indignation and a sense of scorn 
Tlicfilrinps arc swept with such a piwir, so Ion 1, 
Tile storm of music shakes th* aslrmich d crowd 
So, when lemntc futurity n hrwight 
Defore the keen in>juit> of In-r tho i, lit 
A Ictnblc sagacity informs 
riic poet’s heart , ho lool s to dist-nt etonns 
lie hears the thunder err the teamj'e-t lowtat. 

And, nrnicil with strength suqiasM'.g him -n jvm.t 
Kcircs eecnts as yet unknown to man 
\nd darts his siiul into the dawnmH p'sn 
lienee, in a Roman month, the j nreh 1 name 
Of pre'phet and of J''»et was the s'tu'' 
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Her cjeIiro\''s nrclitd, her c\cs both gone islri) 
To uiicli )on nmorou<; couple m (hcjr plij, 

Wuh Iron) and unkcrclucfcd neck defies 
The nide jnckme'iic} of wintr) skiee, 

And saih \\jlh lappet head and nunang aire 
Dul) at clink of bill, lo mormng pra) ere 
1 o thrift and jiarnmon) much incbnisl, 

She ) cl alloiis herpelf that Ixi) behind , 

The shne'riiig iirehin, Iruiding as he goee, 

\\ith slipshod heek, and dc« droj) at his no<^e. 
Ills pre'deccssor’s caat odionccti to wear, 

WSiich future pages arc yet doomed to share 
Carnes her Ihhlc lucked liencath lin arm, 

And hides lus hands to 1 cep Jus fingers waTtu 
Site, half an angel in her ox n arcoiint. 

Double not bcrcafter with the samts to mount 
Though not a grace appears on strictc ' r'’'trb, 

Hut that slie fasts, and, i/rw, goes to church 
Conscious of ngL, she rearollrcts lier jouth, 

And tells, not nlx\‘a)s xnih an cxe to truth, 

Who spanncil her waist, ,aiid xxho, xxhctc cr he ram 
Scrawled ujxm glas*- Mjss Hn Ijat s loxti) name, 
Who stole her slipper, filled ji with Tokax, 

And drank tlic hllle bumper cam dxj 
Of temper as emcnomri as an a<-p, 

Censonous, and her caerj word x a asp 
In faithful incimirj 'br rexords tlu rnnim 
Or real or firm tons of the times , 

Rauj^lis at the rcputatnms she lias ictn 

And holds them itanghng atm length in w' in 

/ft) 
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THE PHILOSOPHER A\D PEASANT 

Tiir rrcnchmin lirsl in lilcrarj fame 

(“ Mention liim, if j ou jikasc — ^ ohairc?" — Tlie same), 

\Yith spirit, genius, eloquence sujiplicil, 

Luc<l long, ssrotc inucli, liuplicij licarlil), 'in'l <lie<] 
The Scripture vas liis jest Ixxik, whence he drew 
mo's to gill the Chnstnn and the Jew , 

An infidel in health, but whit when Mck? 

Oh— then 1 tent would touch him at the quid 
View him at Paris in Ills last career , 

Surrounding throngs the (icmigod resert, 

Laalted on hu. pedestal of pride, 

And fumc<l with frank inCLn'c on cicrj side, 

He begs their flalttrj wiih his latest breath. 

And smothered in't nt last, i-. prainal to death 
Yon cottager, who a cares nt litr oim door. 

Pillow and bobhins all her hltk store ; 

Content though mean, and cheerful if not gaj, 
Shuffling her threads about the live long day. 

Just cams a scant) pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pod ct light 
She, for her humble sphere b) nature fit. 

Has little umlcrslandiiig, and no vvil, 

Kcccives no praise but though her Jot be siieh 
(Toilsome and indigent), she renders much , 

Just knows, md knows no more, her Ihble true — 

A truth the hnlliani 1 renchman never knew , 

/Vnd m that charter reads with 'Sparkling eves 
Her title to a treasure in the si its 
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O happ) peasant ' O unhappj tord ! 

IIi5 the mere Pnscl, hers tlic ndi rev-ard , 

He praised perhaps for ages jet to come, 

She ncser heard of half '> mile from home 
He lost in errors hts sam heart prefers, 

She safe in the 'implicilj of hers. 

Tmt/ 


THE RELIGIOUS REFORMER 

(V HITTII I !• ) 

Lri CONOMLS (licnealli svcH sounding G'ect 
I 'luf a name a p<'>c'. must not 'peal ) 

Stood pillorie'l on infamj’s high stage, 

And Ivirc the pelting sconi of Jialf an aj i 
The scrj butt ofshndcr, -rd the hlot 
I or citr) dart that malicctscr 'ho' 

Tile man that mentioned at once di'mis"-! 

Ml merej from his bps, nnd rnccruJ, and hr'cl 
His crimes vreri. such v Sodom rc'ir i nets, 

\nd I’erjiirj stood up to '^v.t.ir '•11 inte , 

Ills aim tvs mi'Chtcf, •’nd hn real prster-r, 

Hi speech rcl'clhon 'gams’ forrmon -n e 
\ Inasc, ashen trud on hones'j t phm t..’i , 

And uhen hj that of rr j- m, ' nvere fo-d 
The vorld’s lie t comf-rt «->■» hjs dt-'i’n a a' f " -c 
Hie avlmn hi might, h^ rust Ik; dames' at tn* 
Noas, Tnilh, {Huform thin** rtTirc si <fr a' 'u 
The c iiUin drassai Ij prcji Jitc aaa { i 
Reveal (the man is <V' n io a 0*1 imr r)t 
• rius mort than nion'Vr in 1 1 pi' ,’'-r g-i -s' 

He lose 1 the Id O' ' hates' ht-n ' i v r 
Tiiu dr' rp'"! ^ '■ 
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A'L'u'vilccl I>> -ynmlal anti the lorifuc of strife, 

His onl> nnwtr wns t blamclt s life 

Ami he tint fotped, and he that threw the dart, 

Had each n brother’s intcrtsl in his heart 
Paul s lot c of Clinst, awl sltailmcss tmhnlicd, 

I\crc copied cIcMC in hint, and 'tell tnnscribed 
He followed Paul Ins real a hinilte*! llamr, 

His apostolic cbaril> the same 
Like liim, crOiStd chccrfnU) tcmptrlvioiis seas, 
Torcaking countrj, 1 indred, friends, and ease 
Like him he labourctl, and 111 e litm content 
To bear it, sufTcred shame wlicrcVr he went 
lllusb, Calutnnj , and wane upon bis tomb, 

If honest ciilog) can spare thec room, 

Th} deep repentance of thj thousand lies, 

Which aimctl at him, hate pierced ihcofTcndcd *kics' 
And sa), “ Plot out iri) sm, confe’ssed, dcplorH, 
Against Thine image in Thy saint, O Lonl 

/Ay^f 


THE CHRISTIAN 

A CiiniSTiAN’s wat is inoffensuc light, 

A l)cam that aids but never gricte’s the sight ; 
Vigorous in age as m the fliesh of jouth, 

Tis alwaj’s active on the vide of truth , 
Temperance and peace insure its healthful stale 
\nd make it brightest at its latest date 
Oh I hate seen (nor hope perhaps in tain, 

Ere life go down, to see such sights again) 

A tetcran warrior m the ChrWian field, 

\\ho neter saw the sword he could not wacld , 
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Gra\e without dulness, learned without pndc, 

Exact, }cl not precKe, though iticcl , keen e}cd 
A man that would ha\e foiled at their own ph^ 

A dozen would Ije**: of the modern di) 

Who, when occa«!on justified its use, 

Ilid wit as hnghl as read) to produce, 

Could fetrh from records of an earlier age, 

Or from philosoph) ’s cnlightcnn) page, 

His rich materials, and repalc )our ear 
With strains it was a pn\ dept to hear ' 

\ et nlioae all his luxurj supreme, 

And his chief glorj , was the po-pi 1 theme , 

Tiicrc he was coiuous as old (,rcece or Rome, 

Ills happ) eloquence seemed there at hoini , 
Ambitious not to shine or to Orel, 

Hut to tre-at justlj what lie lo\cd *0 will 

Cen* I / J.J/r ’'J 


niE Piiii^\NTnRoriST 

I’ATKOS of else the mo*l dc jnscr.! of men. 
Accept the iritmte of a Mtangci s jwa , 

\ erst , like the Laurel, us immortal nu e 1, 
Should he the guerdon o'” a noble I'ecd . 

1 may alarm thet, but 1 fear the '■hai ,e 
(Charjij chosen as mj ilwroe and ami) 
i muei mcnr, foigcttmp Howarti' nan- 
Hle^l with ail we'ltb tan piw dua, to 

dmibl) 5v ect to fechiijy <ju ^ t - '1 ii ' 
To nuu the blns<h\ run! rrare 1« > <ii , 
To seel a nobUr aiuuLt srenw- ef 
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To Inverse eeis, nngc Kingtloms, anJ bnng home 
Not the proml monument'; of (Ucccc or Home, 

Put knowledge vuch a5 onU dungeons teich 
And onlj spipathj hkc thine could reach ; 

Tint grief, vcvjutsttrctl from the public sUgi, 

Might smooth her feathers, and cnjo> her cage , 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a re'al, 

The Ixildesl patnot might lie proud to feel 
Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 

That pleads for peace till it disiutlis the State, 

Were hushcvl in favour of lh> {.onerous plm, 

Tile poor tli) clients, and Heaven’s smile thy fee ' 

C/anly 


THE WEAR^ STATESMAN 

“ Te groves," the statesman at hii desl tvclainis, 
Sick of n thousand disappointeal arms, 

“ M) patnmomal uexsurc and m) jiride, 

Beneath jour shades jour graj posscs-'or hide 
Receive me languishing for that repose 
Tlie seTv ant of the public nev er 1 now s. 

\ e saw me once (oh those rcgrctle*!} daj", 

When bojash innocence was all inj praise ') 
Hour after hour dehghlfullv allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot, 

And cultivate a taste for ancient song, 

Catching its ardour ns I mused along , 

Nor seldom, as propitious llca^,.n might send, 
vNTiat once I valued and could boast, a fnend, 
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Were \Mlncsscs how cordnllj I prc'i'^fxl 
Ills undisscmbhng \irUic to my brc-ist • 

Rcccnc me now, not imcornipt ns then, 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men, 

Rut \crset\ in nrts, thnt, while they 'cem to stny 
A fallen empire, hasten its <kcay 
To the fair Insen of my mti\c home. 

The W7cck of what I was, fatigucal I come , 

For once I can approve the jiatnot’s voice, 

And make the course he recommends my choice 
We meet at last m one sincere desire, 

His wish and mine hoth prompt me to retire 
’Tis done — he steps into the welcome chai>.e, 

I^lls at his ease lichiud four handsome hay*, 

That whirl away from Imsiness and debate 
Tlic disenciimlicrcd Allas of the state 
Ask not the lioy, who, when the breere of n.om 
I irst shakes the glittering droj-is from every thoni 
Unfolds li)s flock, then under Innl nr biisli 
Sits 1ml ing cherry stones, or phtlmg rush, 

Ilow fair IS freealom’ — he was always free 
To carve his rustic name upon a tree, 

To snare the mote, or with ill faslnonetl lawak 
To draw the incautious minnow from the 1 r<Hit 
Arc lift’s prime picasiiie-s m his simple view, 

Uis Hock the chief concern he ever knew 
But ask the noble drudge in ’tatc afTairs, 

Fsrapeal from office and it' constant catec, 

What chaniis lie sees m freedom k «inilc cxpic' ■~t 
In freedom lost m long, now repossc'-,cii , 

The lonpuc, whose stiams v etc cogent as t. u 
mands 

Revered St hniiit, and frh In fo'ci} n Fa ' 

Shall own ilstlf a* t'mmetet m tliat sa *- 
t)r plead Its silrna as it-- iHa' aj plii 
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He knows indeed that, vhether dressed or rude, 

Wild inthout art, or artfullj subdued, 

Nature m e\ ery form inspires delight, 

But ne\er marked her mth so just n sight 
Her hedge row shrubs, a variegated store, 

With i\oodbine and wild roses mantled o’er, 

Green balks and furrowed lands, the stream that spreads 
Its cooling vapour o’er the dewy' meads, 

Downs, that almost escape the inquinng eje, 

That melt and fade into the distant sk)', 

Beauties he lately slighted ns he passed. 

Seem all created since he tra\ eUed last 
Master of all the enjoyments he designed, 

No rough annoj'ance rankbng in his mind. 

What earlj philosophic hours he keeps, 

How regular his meals, how sound he sleeps 1 
Not sounder he that on the mainmast head, 

^^^ule mommg kindles with a wmdy red. 

Begins a long look out for distant land, 

Nor quits till evening watch his giddy stand. 

Then sivifl descending wath a seaman's haste, 

Slips to his hammock, and forgets the blast 
He chooses companj, but not the squire’s. 

Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires , 
Nor j et the parson’s, who w ould gladly come, 
Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home , 
Nor can he much affect the neighbouring peer. 

Whose toe of emulation treads too near , 

But wisely seeks a more convement fnend, 
ith whom, dismissing forms, he may unbend 
A man whom marks of condescendmg grace 
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place 
^\’ho comes when called, and at a word withdraws, 
Speaks with reserve, and listens rnth applause , 
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Vet how fallaaous 1% nil carthlj hh*-*:, 

\\Tiat oh-vioui, truths the wsest hends maj ini''; ' 
Some pleasures live a month, an'l <^>rnt a vear, 

Rut short the ilatc of all v c {p’thcr here , 

No happintrs is fdt excqit llic true. 

That does not charm (he more for heme new 
Tins oliscrvalion, as it chancH, not made, 

Or, if the thought oaoin <1 not diil) v ejgh'd, 
lie «;igh.s — for after all, h\ slow drgrees, 

1 he spot he lov eel has hi^t the jxjwer to }iWi -c 
To cross his amhling jum) d-j hj d'-s 
Seems at the Ixst hut dtcamn g life a\ cj 
The prrispect, sjch as mipht cticlnrf rle^^iasr, 
lie views u not, or sees no l>eatU\ there , 

\\ illi aching heart, and »li contented RkA e. 

Returns at noon to lulhards or to l*af,t,s, 

Rut feels, while grasping at Ins fatk-l joj^ 

A secret thirst of his rcnoiinrcfl tmplos 
lie chide-s the lardincs'’ ofeverj t, 

Pants to he toM of hattlcH won r r hot, 

Rlamc'' his own indoknci, ohs'^niw, th ngh l-ti 
’ 1 [s criiniral to lea c a 'inV irg hi*’c 
I lies to the levee, rod, rcc'ived with gr-co 
Kneels, lisses haa U, and ‘1 in'- again in ; K e 

* If,'- ff 


Till, LOM.K 

Tut liAcr tf"/ eh. ns 1 -'lUf cii'a'-ri 

Itmlct 1 lohier of elo Mt tlTui - 

haint olTef nmhhig i > thf r V rrt.ea* * r ,.)(■' 

1 hit li dc\ not ,M*h a real Id e 1 ! > t 
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Pastoral images and still retreats, 

Umbrageous walks and solitarj scats, 

Sweet birds m concert with harmonious streams, 
‘'ofl airs, nocturnal sigiK, and daj dreanrs, 

Arc all cncliantmcnts m a case like thmc, 
Conspire against thy pence with one design. 
Soothe thee to make thee but n surer prej. 

And fceil the fire that wastes tli} powers .aw a) 
Up — God has formed thee wath a wiser view. 
Not to lie led in chains, but to sulxluc 
Calls thee to cope with tncmie*-,, and fir\t 
Points out a conflict with llijeclf, the worst 
Woman indeed, a gift He would licstow 
Wlien He designed n paradise lielow, 

Tlie nche-st carihlj Iwon Ills hands alToid, 
Dcserscs to be lieloseal, but not adotesl 
Post awaj swiftlj to more nctne scenes, 

Collect the scaltercal truths lliat stud) glean 
Mix with the world, but witli ns wi-a.T jni' 

No longer gise an image all thine he*art , 

Its empire Is not hem, nor is it thmc, 

'Tis (jod’s just claim, prcrq;ainc disine 

At'irr ri/ 


CLURHYMEN GOOD \\1> PAD 

1 \ TM nam the nm whose hent is warm. 

Whose hands ate I'utc, whose d(>ctnni; 'ud wbrecltV 
Coincident, cslitlnt lucid | loof 
That he IS honest id tlic aeoi-d cau'^ 

But loo-i m inonU, and in manners san , 
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In co^^ ersation frivolous, in dress 
Extreme, at once rap-iaous and profuse, 

Constant at routs, familiar with a round 
Of ladj-ships, 1 stranger to the poor , 

Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And w ell prepared b)' ignorance and sloth 
By mfideht} and lore o’ the world. 

To make God’s work a smecure , a slave 
To his own pleasures and his patron’s pnde — 
From such apostles, O je mitred heads, 

Preseri e the church 1 and la} not careless hands 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn 
Would I descnbe a preacher, such as Paul, 

Were he on earth, would hear, approte, and own, 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace 
His master strokes, and draw from his design. 

1 would express him simple, gra\ e, sincere , 

In doctnne uncomipt , m language plain. 

And plain m manner , decent, solemn, chaste. 

And natural in gesture , much impressed 
Himself, as consaous of his awful charge. 

And anxious mainlj that the flock he feeds 
Ma) feel it too , affectionate in look, 

And lender in address, as well becomes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men 

TXe TasJt, Book II 
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THE RECLUSE 

He js the happy man, whose life even now 
Shows somewhat of that happier hfe to come , 

\Mio, doomed to an obscure but tranquil state, 

Is pleased m ith it, and, were he free to choose, 

Would make his fate his choice , whom peace, the fruit 
Of inrtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 

Prepare for happmess , bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 

The world o’erlooks him in her busy search 
Of objects more illustrious in her new , 

And occupied as earnestly as she, 

Though more subhmely, he o’erlooks the m orld 
She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not , 

He seeks not hers, for he has proved them vain 
He cannot skim the ground hke summer birds 
Pursiung gilded flies, and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys 
Therefore m contemplation is his bhss, 

Whose power is such, that whom she lifts from earth 
She makes famihar with a heaven unseen. 

And shows him glones yet to be rev ealed 
Not slothful he, though seeming unemployed. 

And censured oft ns useless StiOest streams 
Oft water fairest meadoivs, and the bird 
That flutters least is longest on the wing 
Ask him, indeed, what trophies he has raised, 

Or what achievemhnts of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer — None 
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His warfare is wthin There unfaligued 
His fervent spint labours. There he fights, 

And there obtains fresh tnnmphs o’er himself, 

And never withering wreaths, compared with which 
The laurels that a Caisar reaps are weeds 
Perhaps the self approving haughty world, 

That as she sweeps him with her MhisUmg silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if she see, 

Deems him a cipher m the works of God, 

Receives adiaLnlage from his noiseless hours, 

Of uhich she httle dreams. Perhaps she owes 
Her sunshine and her nun, her bloommg spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he makes, 
k\’hen, Isaac like, the sobtarj saint 
Walks forth to meditate at eventide. 

And think on her, who thinks not for herself 
Forgive him then, thou bustler in concerns 
Of little worth, and idler in the best. 

If, author of no mischief and some good, 

He seeks his proper happiness by means 
That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 

The Task, Book 'IT 
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THE MAN OF FASHION 

To nse at noon, sit slipshod and undressed, 

To read the news, or fiddle, as seems best, 

Till half the world comes rattling at his door, 

To fill the dull vacuity till four , 

And, just when evening turns the blue vault gray, 
To spend two hours m dressing for the day , 

To make the sun a bauble without use. 

Save for the fruits his heavenly beams produce , 
Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought 
"Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not , 
Through mere necessity to close his eyes 
Just when the larks and when the shepherds nse , 
Is such a life, so tediously the same, 

So void of all utility or aim, 

That poor Jonquil, wth almost everj' breath. 
Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called death , 

For he, avith all his folhes, has a mind 
Not yet so blank, or fashionably blind. 

But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant vnsdom shoots across his waj , 

By which he reads, that life wthout a plan, 

As useless as the moment it began. 

Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thn%c in , an mcumbrance ere half spent 

Hop{ 


•- 
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THE HYPOCHONDRIAC 

Virtuous and faithful Heberden, uhosc skill 
Attempts no task it cannot weU fulfil, 

Gives melancholy up to nature’s care, 

And sends the patient into purer air 
Look nhere he comes — in this emhonered alcove, 
Stand close concealed, and see a statue move 
Lips busy, and cj cs fixed, foot falling slow, 

Arms hanging idly down, hands clasped belon , 
Interpret to the marking eye distress. 

Such as Its sjTnptoms can alone express. 

That tongue is silent now , that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest or join the song, 
Could gi\ e ad\ ice, could censure or commend, 

Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend 
Renounced alike its office and its sport, 

Its bnsker and its graver strains fall short , 

Both fail beneath a fever’s seact sway, 

And like a. summer brook are past away 
This is a sight for Pity to peruse. 

Till she resemble faintlj what she views, 

Till Sympathy contract a kindred pain. 

Pierced with the woes that she laments in aann 
This, of all maladies that man infest. 

Claims most compassion, and receives the least 
Job felt It, when he groaned beneath the rod 
And the barbed arrows of a frowning God , 

And such emollients as his friends could spare, 
Pnends such as his for modern Jobs prepare 

Retinmcnt 
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A SCHOLAR 

All are not such I had a brother once — 

Peace to the memory of a man of worth, 

A man of letters, and of manners too , 

Of manners sweet as virtue always w ears 
When gay good nature dresses her in smiles. 

He graced a college, in which order yet 
Was sacred , and was honoured, lo\ ed, and wept 
By more than one, themselves conspicuous there 
Some minds are tempered happily, and mixed 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
Of what IS excellent in mm, they thirst 
With such a zeal to be what they approve. 

That no restramts can circiimscnbe them more 
Than they themselves by choice, for wisdom’s sake 
Nor can example hurt them , what they see 
Of vice in others but enhancing more 
The charms of virtue in their just esteem 

77ie Task, Book II 
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THE RECRUIT 

Tis universal soldiership has slabbed 
The heart of merit in the meaner class. 

Arms, through the vanity and brainless rage 
Of those that bear them, in whatever cause, 

Seem most at variance with all moral good, 

And incompatible with serious thought 
The clown, the cluld of nature, without gmle. 
Blest with an infant’s ignorance of all 
But his own simple pleasures, now and then 
A wTCsthng match, a foot race, or a fair, 

Is balloted, and trembles at the news 
Sheepish he doffs his hat, and mumbling swears 
A Bible oath to be what e’er the) please. 

To do he knows not what Tlie task performed, 
That mstant he becomes the sergeant’s care, 

His pupil, and his torment, and his jest 
liis awkward gait, his introverted toes, 

Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks, 
Procure him man> a curse. Bj slow degrees. 
Unapt to learn, and formed of stubborn stuff, 

He )ct by slow degrees puts off himself, 

Grows consaous of a change, and likes it w ell , 
He stands erect , his slouch becomes a walk , 

He steps right onward, martial m his air. 

His form, and movement , is as smart above 
As meal and larded locks can make him , wears 
Has hat, or his plumed helmet, with a grace , 
And, his three ) ears of heroslhp expired, 

Returns indignant to the slighted plough 
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He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends him, dnves bis cattle to a march, 

And sighs for the smart comrades he has left 
'Twere %\ell if his extenor change \\ere all — 

But with his clumsy port the wretch has lost 
His Ignorance and harmless manners too 
To swear, to game, to dnnk, to show at home 
By lewdness, idleness, and Sabbath breach. 

The great proficiency he made abroad, 

To astonish and to gneve his gazmg firiends. 

To break some maiden’s and his mother’s heart, 

To be a pest where he was useful once, 

Ate his sole aim, and all his glory now 

The Task, Book IV 


MUSICIANS AND THE FIDDLING 
PARSON 

Hark 1 how it floats upon the dewy air ' 

Oh what a djnng, djnng close -was there ' 

’Tis harmony from yon sequestered bow er, 

Sw eet harmony, that soothes the midmght hour ! 
Long ere the charioteer of day had run 
His morning course, the enchantment was b^un , 
And he shall gild yon mountain’s height again. 

Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain 
Is this the rugged path, the steep ascent 
That Virtue points to ? Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise. 

Detach the soul frAn earth, and speed her to the 
skies? 
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Ve devo’ees <o yo::r cnored enip’or, 

Eathr^iisis, dnmk ’snth aa irnrra'I joy, 

Lcrs zt^kes the rcisc o'" the h’est above, 

Hcavea s hartncny j cmversd love : 

And eartniy soeaos, thccgh svree* aad well ccahhte; 
Aid Iee*ent as sok cp^.es to the mind. 

Leave wee aad folly na^bdeed beEaA 
Ocedaes is a pasto' o' renown ; 

When he has prayed and preached the Sabhath cows 
With wrtc and calgat he ccnclcdes the day, 
Qcnvenng and semjqaa-enr^ care aw^ 

Tns fall concerto swells epon yoar ear ; 

•Vn elbows snake. Look in, and jra woala swear 

The Baavioniaa tyran* wan a nod 

Had snatconed .nem to serve h.s golden god ; 

So well ihat ihoagnt tee enjp’oymsnt seems to sant, 
Psalterv ana sackhat, dalancer and Sale. 

OaSe Tis evaagelcai and pere; 

Oaserve each face, how sober and denttne * 

Ecstasy te..s her stamp on every w'e-i, 

Chias fallen, and no* an eye- ^tl to be seem 
‘'tin I insist, thorgb rensa Leretc'cre 
Has cnarmea me taacn tco* even Occdtxs mo'e}. 
Love, joy, end peatte nau.e harmeny mere mee' 

Fo* Sabnadi evenings, and perhaps as sweet 

Zre JPrcpnr tf Errrr. 
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SPORTSMAN AND HUNTING PRIESTS 

GrA\ dauti appoirs , the sportsman and his train, 
SpcdJe the hosom of the distant plain , 

’Tis he, the Nimrod of the labouring lairs, — 

S-we that his scent is less acute than theirs. 

For perseacring chase, and headlong leaps, 

True beagle as the staunchest hound he keeps 
Charged wath the folly of his life’s mad scene, 

He lakes offence, and wonders what you mean , 

The joy, the danger, and the toil o’erpajs — 

Tis excrase, and health, and length of days 
Again impetuous to the field he flies , 

Leaps c\ery fence but one, there falls and dies , 

Like a slam deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 
Unmissed but by his dogs and by his groom 
Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place. 

Lights of the world, and stars of human race , 

But if eccentric ye forsake your sphere. 

Prodigies ommous, and viewed wath fear , 

The comet's baneful influence is a dream , 

Yours real and pernicious in the extreme 
What then ' — arc appetites and lusts laid down 
With the same case the man puts on his gown? 

Will Aiancc and Concupiscence give place. 

Charmed by the sounds — "Your reverence,” or "Your 
grace”? 

No But his own engagement bmds him fast , 

Or, if It does not, brands him to the last 
What atheists call him— a designmg knave, 

A mere church juggler, hypoente, and slav c. 
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Oh Inughj or mourn mth me, the rueful jest, 

A cassocked huntsman, and a fiddhngpnest ' 

He from Italian songsters takes his cue , 

Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too 

He takes the field, the master of the pack 

Cries — “ Well done, Saint 1” and claps him on the had 

Is this the path of sanctity ? Is this 

To stand a way mark m the road to bliss? 

Himself a wanderer from the narrow wnj. 

His sill} sheep, nhat wonder if they stray? 

Go, cast your orders at jour Bishop’s feet, 

Send jour dishonoured govni to Monmouth Street, 
The sacred function, in j'our hands is made — 

Sad sacnlcge ' no function, but a trade 1 

The Frcp'ess oj Error 


THE TRAVELLED YOUTH 

r ROM school to Cam or Isis, and thence home, 

And thence with all conienient speed to Rome, 
With re% erend tutor, dad in habit lav. 

To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day , 

With memorandum book for every town, 

And evcTj post, and where the chaise broke down , 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart, 

V ilh much to learn, but nothmg to impart. 

The jouth, obedient to his sire’s commands. 

Sets off a wnudcrcr into foreign lands , 

Surpnsed at all they meet, the goslmg pair, 

With awkward gait, stretched neck, and silly stare, 
Discover huge cathedrals bmlt wfith stone, 

And steeples towenng high, much like our own. 
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But show peculiar light, by many a grm 
At Popish practices observed mthin 

Ere long some bowing, smirking, smart Abbi^ 
Remarks two loiterers that have lost their waj. 

And being alwajs primed mth /u/i/irw 
For men of their appearance and address, 

AYith much compassion undertakes the task 
To fell them more than they have wat to ask , 

Points to inscnptions wheresoe’er thej' tread, 

Such as, when legible, were never read, 

But being cankered now, and half worn out, 

Craze antiquarian brains with endless doubt , 

Some headless hero, or some Cmsar, shows — 
Dcfecti\ c onl) m his Roman nose , 

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans. 

Models of Herculancan pots and pans, 

And sells them medals, avhich, if neither rare 
Nor ancient, w ill be so, presen ed wnth care. 

Strange the rcatal ' from whateicr cause 
His great improvement and new lights he draw's. 

The squire, once bashful, is shamefaced no more. 

But teems with powers he never felt before , 

^Yhelhe^ increased momentum, and the force 
\Yith which from clime to cbme he sped his course. 
As axles sometimes kindle as they go. 

Chafed him, and brought dull nature to a glow , 

Or whether clearer skies and softer air. 

That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair. 
Freshening his laz>’ spirits as he ran. 

Unfolded genially and spread the man , 

Returning, he proclaims by many a grace. 

By shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 

How much a dunce that has been sent to roam 
Excels a dunce (5iat has been kept at home 

715 ^ Progress of Erroi 
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religious discussions— sir smug 

“ Adihi," Vino-a cno. crc >ct he <ip' 

Tlic purjik lium\Kr ucmhhnp ai his lip', 

Adieu to all moralii) * ifOince 

Mnkc works a \am ingredient in the ca'c 

The Chrislnn hope is — Wilier, tlnw iht corl — 

If I mistake not — Itlockheid ' with n fori 1 

Without good works, wintrier *oine ini) lioast, 

Mere follj md delusion — Sir, jour toast 

M> firm posuision i', ot kusl 'omtlimts, 

Thu Ucaien will weigh man's nnucs and his 
aimcs 

W ith nice attention in a righteous scale, 

And sale, or diinti, as ine^c or those prciail 
I plant mj fool upon this (pound of trust, 

And silence cicn fear with — Goil i-, just 
Hut if perclnnce on sonic dull drircJing daj 
“V thought intrude, that snj-s, or seems to saj , 

If thies the important cause is to be trie'll, 

Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side? 
I soon recoitr from these netdle'ss frights, 

And, God IS merciful I— sets ill to rights. 

Tlius lietwcevi justice, is mj prune supptut, 

And merej, fled to as the list resort, 

I glide and steal along willi he-iicn m new, 

— pardon me, the liolilc stands with joii ’ 

^ ‘ I neicr will liclieie,” the Colonel cries, 

“ Tile sanguiniT) schemes that some dei i$c, 

WTio make the gowl Crcitor, oli their plan, 

^ being of lus cquitj than man 
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If appetite, or what dmnes call lust, 

Whicli men compl) \ntli, even because the)’ must, 
Be punish’d ivith perdition, who is pure? 

Then theirs, no doubt, os well as mine, is sure. 

If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To e\cr) sudden slip and transient UTong, 

Then Heaien enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fail 
My creed (whatever some creed makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene), 

M) creed is, he is safe that does his best. 

And death’s a doom suffiaent for the rest.” 

“ Right,” says an Ensign , “ and for aught I sec, 
Your faith and mine substantially agree , 

The best of every man’s performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 

A lanyer’s de.alings should be just and fair, 

Honesty shines wth great advantage there , 

I asting and prajer sit well upon a pnest, 

A decent caution and resen’e at least , 

A soldier’s best is courage m the field, 

With nothing here that wants to be concealed 
hlanly deportment, gallant, easy, gay , 

\ hand as liberal a.s the light of day 
The soldier thus endowed, who never shnnks 
Nor closets up his thought, whate’er he thinks. 

Who scorns to do an injury b) stealtli. 

Must go to heaven — and I must drmk his health 
Sir Smug,” he cries (for lowest at the board. 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord, 

His shoulders witnessing by many a shrug 
How much his feehngs sufiered, sat Sir Smug), 

‘ Your office is to winnow false from tnie , 

Come, prophet, 'drink, and tell us, what think 
you?” 
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Sighing and smiling as he takes his glass, 

WTuch thej that woo prefcnnent rarely pass, 

“ Fallible man," the church bred aouth rcphes, 

“ Is still found fallible, howetcr wise , 

-Vnd differing judgment serve hat to declare, 

That truth lies somewhere, if we knevr but where 
Of all It ever vvas my lot to read. 

Of cntics now ahvc, or long since dead, 

The book of all the world that charmed me mixt 
\\ as — well a da\ , the title page avns lost , 

The wTi*cr well remarks, a heart that knoivs 
To take with grautude what Heaacn bestow 
i Ji prudence alwaia-s ready at our call, 

To guide our use of u, is all m all 
Doubtless It IS.— To which, of my own store, 

1 superadd a. few essentials more , 

But these, excuse the liberty I tal c, 

I wait c just now, for conversation sake ” — 

“ Spoke like an oracle thca all exclaim, 

And add Right Reverend to Smug’s honoureil name 

ffr/ 


TALKERS OF VARIOUS CLASSES 

DtEtts IS such a scrupulouc good man, — 

\ es, you may catch him tnpping if \ou can 
He would not with a perempton tone 
Assert the nose upon his face his own , 

V ith hesitation admirably slow. 

He humbly hopes — presumes — u may be so 
His evidence, if he were called by law 
To swear to some cnomuty he saw , 
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Tor want of prominence and just relief, 

Would hang an honest man, and sa\e a thief 
Through constant dread of giving truth olfencc, 
He ties up all his hearers in suspense , 

Knows what he knows, as if he 1 new it not , 
WTial he remembers seems to have forgot , 

His sole opinion, whatsoe’er befall. 

Centering at last in havung none at all 
Vet though he lease and baull jour lislcmng 
car, 

He makes one useful poml exceeding clear , 
Howe’er ingenious on his darling theme 
A scepbe in philosophj may seem. 

Reduced to practice, his belov ed rule 
Would onlj pros c him a consummate fool , 
bseless in him alike both brain and speech. 

Fate having placed all truth above his reach , 

His ambiguities his total sum. 

He might as well be blind and deaf and dumb 

The emphatic speaker dcarlj loves to oppose 
In contact inconv cnicnt, nose to nose , 

^ks if the gnomon on his ncighljour s phiz. 
Touched with the magnet, had attracted his 
His v.hispered theme, dilated and at large. 

Proves after all a wand-gun’s airj charge. 

An extract of his diarj — no more, 

A tasteless journal of the day before, 
lie walked abroail, o’ertaVen in the ram 
Called on a friend, drank tea, stepped home 
again , 

Resumed his purpose, had a world of tall 
With one he stumbldl on, and lost his walk 
I interrupt him *uth a sudden bow, 

“ Adieu, dear Sir ' lest j-ou should lose it now ” 
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I cannot talk mth cn et m the room, 

A fine puss gentleman that's all perfume , 

The sight’s enough — no need to smell a beau — 
^^^lo thrusts his nose into a rarec show ? 

His odonferous attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper mth d sirann of bees , 
But we that make no honey, though we sting, 
Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thmg 
'Tis inrong to bnng into a mixed resort 
^^'hat makes some sick, and others d la mart, 

An argument of cogence, vve may say, 

^^^ly such a one should keep himself aisai} 

A graier coxcomb tie may sometimes sec, 
Quite as absurd, though not so light as he 
A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 

An oracle ivithin an empty cask. 

The solemn fop , sigmficant and budge , 

A fool wath judges, amongst fools a judge , 

He says but little, and that httlesaid 
Owes all Its weight, hkc loaded dice, to lead 
His wat mutes jou by his looks to come. 

But when jou knock it never is at home 
’Tis hke a parcel sent you by the stage. 

Some handsome present, ns j our hopes presage , 
'Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend’s fidelity and love , 

But when unpacked, jour disappointment groans 
To find It stuffed vvath bnckbats, eartli, and 
stones 

Some men employ their health, an uglj tnck, 
In making known how oft they have been sick. 
And giv e us m recitals of disease 
A doctor's trouble, but vvathout tlic fees , 

Relate how many weeks they ktpt their bed, 
How an emetic or catharUc sped , 



PORTRAITS AND CHARACTERS 12 

Nothing IS slightly touched, much less forgot, 

Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot 
Now the distemper, spue of draught or pill, 
Victonous seemed, and now the doctor’s skill , 

And now — alas for unforeseen mishaps ’ 

Thej put on a damp nightcap and relapse , 

Tliey thought they must base died, thc> were so 
bad , 

Their peeaash hearers almost wish they bad 
Some fretful tempers wince at c\ cry touch. 

You always do too little or too much 
You speak with life, in hopes to entertain, — 

Your elevated voice goes through the brain , 

You fall at once into a low'er kcj, — 

That’s worse, the drone pipe of an humble bee 
The southern sash admits too strong a light. 

You nse and drop the curtain — now 'tis night , 

He shakes with cold — )ou sUr the fire and strive 
To make a blaze— that’s roasting him alive 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish , 

With sole — that's just the sort he would not wash 
He takes what he at first profess’d to loathe. 

And in due time feeds heartdy on both , 

Yet still o’crclouded with a constant frown, 

He docs not swallow, but be gulps it down 
Your hope to please him vain on every plan. 
Himself should work that wonder, if he can — 

Alas ! his efforts double his distress. 

He likes yours little, and his own still less, 

Thus always teasmg others, always teased, 

His only pleasure is— to be displeased 
I pity tehful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain, 

And bear the marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame, and self imposeil disgrace 


U\ 
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Out sensibibUes are so acute, 

The fear of being silent makes us mute 
We someUmes think wc could a speech produce 
hluch to the purpose if our tongues -were loose, 
But, being tned, it dies upon the Iip, 

Pamt as a chicken’s note that has the pip 
Our wasted oil unprofitably bums. 

Like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Pew Frenchmen of this evil ha\e complain’d , 

It seems as if we Britons Mere ordain’d, 

By way of wholesome curb upon our pnde. 

To fear each other, fcanng none beside. 

The cause perhaps inquiry maj descry, 

Self scarchmg with an introverted eje. 

Conceal’d withm an unsuspected part, 

The vainest comer of our own vam heart 
For e\er aiming at the world’s esteem. 

Our self importance rums its own scheme , 

In other ey es our talents rarely shown, 

Become at length so splendid in our owm, 

We dare not nsk them into public view. 

Lest they miscarry of what seems their due 
True modesty is a discerning grace. 

And only blushes in the proper place , 

But counterfeit is bbnd, and skulks through 
fear, 

Where ’us a shame to be asbamed to appear 
Hunubty the parent of the first. 

The last by Vanity produced and nursed 
The circle form’d, we sit in silent state, 

Like figures drawn upon a dial plate ; 

\ es ma am and No ma’am, softly uttered, show 
E\ ery five minutes how the minutes go , 

Each mdnadual suffering a consiraint, 

Poetry may, but colours cannot pamt 
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As if I n dose' commitleo on the skj , 

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dr} , 

And finds n changing clime a happy source 
Of wse reflection, and well timed discourse 
Vi e next inquire, but softl} and by stealth, 

Like conservators of the public health. 

Of epidemic throats, if such there arc, 

And coughs, and rheums, and phthisic, and catarrh 
That theme exliausted, a wide chasm ensues, 

Filled up at last with interesting nei\s, 

WTio danced with whom, and who arc hke to w'ed. 
And who is hanged, and who is brought to bed , 
Hut fear to call a more important cause. 

As if ’tw-ere treason against English laws 
The ^^slt paid, with ccstas}' we come, 

As from a sc\ en years’ transportation, home, 

And there resume an unembarrassed brow. 
Recovering what wc lost we know not how, 

The faculties that seemed reduced to nought, 
Expression and the pnvilege of thought 
The reeking, roaring hero of the chase, 

I give him over as a desperate case 
Ph}siaans WTitc in hopes to work a cure. 

Never, if honest ones, when death is sure , 

And though the fox he follows may be tamed, 

A mere fox follower never is reclaimed 
Some famer should prescribe his proper course. 
Whose only fit comparaon is his horse. 

Or if, deserving of a better doom. 

The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom 
Yet even the rogue that serves him, though he 
stand, 

To take his honour's orders, cap in hand. 

Prefers his fellowi^grooms, w ilh much good sense , 
Their skill a truth, his master’s a pretence 
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If neither horse nor groom a/Tcct the squire. 
Where can at last his jocke}-ship retire? 

Oh to the club, the scene of sa\-agc joys, 

The school of coarse good fclloirship and noise , 
There, in the sweet soaetj of those 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chose. 
Let him improve his talent if he can. 

Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man 

Couvcrsaitoj! 


THE SCHOOLBOY 

Oh ’tis a sight to be with joy perused, 

By all whom sentiment has not abused , 

A father blest with an ingenuous son, 

Father, and fnend, and tutor, all m one 
How ' — turn again to tales long smce forgot, 
/Esop, and Phaedrus, and the rest ? — not ? 
He wall not blush, that has a father s heart. 

To take in childish plaj-s a childish part , 

But bends his sturdy back to any toy 
That youth takes pleasure in, to please his boy 
Then why resign into a stranger’s hand 
A task as much wathin your own command, 

That God and Nature, and your interest too, 
Seem wath one voice to delegate to you ? 

^^^ly hire a lodging in a house unknowm 
For one whose tenderest thou^its all hoicr round 
your owai? 
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This second weaning, needless as it is, 

How docs it lacerate hoth ) our heart and lus ’ 

The indented stick, that loses day by day 
Notch after notch, till all are smoothed anaj. 
Bears m itness, long ere his dismission come, 

^Y^th a\hat intense desire he as ants Ins home 
But though the joys he hopes beneath your roof 
Eld fair enough to answer in the proof. 

Harmless and safe, and natural, as they are, 

A disappointment svaits him cs en there 
Ams ed, he feels an unexpected change. 

He blushes, hangs his head, is shy and strange , 
No longer takes, as once avith fearless ease. 

His faaounte stand bcUaeen his father’s knees. 

But seeks the comer of some distant seat. 

And eyes the door, and Matches a retreat , 

And least familiar where he should be most, 

Feels all his happiest pnaileges lost 
Alas, poor boy ' — the natural effect 
Of lo\c by absence chilled into respect 
Say, what accomplishments at school acquired. 
Brings he, to sweeten fruits so undesired ? 

Thou well deservest an ahenated son. 

Unless thy consaous heart acknowledge — none , 
None that, in thy domestic snug recess. 

He had not made his own wath more address. 
Though some perhaps that shock thy feehng mind, 
And better never learned, or left behmd 
Add too, that thus estranged, thoir canst obtain 
By no kmd arts his confidence again , 

That here begins wth most that long complaint 
Of filial frankness lost, and love grown famt. 
Which, oft neglected, in life’s waning years 
A parent pours into regardless ears 


K 


Ttroewtum 
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THE WISE TUTOR 

Art thou i imn professionally tied. 

With all thy faculties elsewhere applied, 

Too busy to intend i meaner care 

Than how to enneh th)’sclf, and next, thine heir , 

Or art thou (ns, though nch, perhaps thou art) 

But poor m knowledge, Iming none to impart 
Behold that figure, neat, though plainly clad , 

His spnghtly mingled anth a shade of sad , 

Not of a nimble tongue, though now and then 
Heard to articulate hkc other men , 

No jester, and jet luely m discourse, 

His phrase well chosen, clear, and full of force , 
Amd his address, if not quite French in ease. 

Not English stiff, but frank, and formed to please , 
Low in the world, because he scorns its arts , 

A man of letters, manners, morals, parts , 
Unpatromsed, and therefore little knowm , 
ise for lumself and his few friends alone — 

In him thj well appointed proxy see. 

Armed for a work too difficult for thee , - 
re^ed by taste, bj learning, and true worth, 
to form thy son, to strike his gemus forth , 
Beneath thj roof, beneath thine eja:, to proae 
The force of discipline when backed by love , 

To double all thy pleasure in thy child, 

His mind informed, his morals undefiled 

Tirocimum 
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THE INJUDICIOUS PARENT 


Be it a wcal^ness, it deserves some praise, 

We Io\e tlie play -place of our early daj-s 
The scene is touching, and the heart is stone 
That feels not at that sight, and feels at none 
The wall on w’liich we tned our graving skill. 

The verj name we carved subsisting still , 

The bench on w-hich we sat while deep employed. 
Though mangled, hacked, and hewed, not yet 
destroyed 

The little ones, unbuttoned, glowing hot, 

Playing our games, and on the aery spot , 

As happy ns w c once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky nng, and knuckle down at taav , 

To pitch the ball into the grounded hat, 

Or dn\ e it deaaous avith a dexterous pat , 

The pleasing spectacle at once excites 
Such recollection of our ovm delights, 

1 hat, anewang it, ave seem almost to obtain 
Our innocent saa ect simple years again 
This fond attachment to the well-knoavn place 
Whence first ave started into life’s long race, 
Maintains its hold avath such unfailing sway. 

We feel it e’en in age, and at our latest day 
Hark ! hoav the sire of chits, whose future share 
Of classic food begms to be bis care, 

With his oavn likeness placed on either knee. 
Indulges all a father’s heartfelt glee , 

And tells them, a» he strokes their silver locks, 

That they must soon learn Latin, and to box 
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Then turning, he regales his Lstening mfe 
With nil the adventures of his early life , 

His skill in coachmanship, or driving chaise, 

In bilking taverns bills and spouting plays , 

What shifts he used, detected in a scrape, 

How he was flogged, or hid the luck to escape , 
What sums he lost at play, and how he sold 
Watch, seals, and all — till all his pranks arc told 
Retracing thus his froltcs {’tis a name 
That palliates deeds of folly and of shame). 

He giv es the local bias all its sway , 

Resolves that where he plajed his sons shall plaj. 
And destines their bnght gemus to be shown 
Just in the scene where he displayed his own. 

The meek and bashful boy wall soon be taught 
To be as bold and forward ns he ought , 

The rude will scuffle through with case enough, 
Great schools suit best the sturdj and the rough 
Ah, happy designation, prudent choice, 

The event is sure , expect it, and rejoice ' 

Soon sec joiur wash fulfilled in either child, 

The pert made perter, and the tame made wild 

Tirol tmum 


RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD 

There is in souls a sjanpathy with sounds, 

And as the mmd is pitch’d the car is pleased 
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave. 
Some chord in unison with wLat we hear 
Is touch’d within us, and the heart replies. 
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How soft the music of those village bells 
r'llling at mlcr\"tls upon the car 
In cadence sweet 1 now dying all away, 

Now pealing loud again and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous as the gale conies on 
With easy force it opens all the cells 
Where memory slept Wherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the scene recurs, 

And wlh It all its pleasures and its pains 
Such comprehensive news the spint takes. 

That m a few short moments I retrace 
(As m a map the vojager his course) 

The mndings of mj way through many years 
Short as in retrospect the joamey seems, 

It seemed not always short , the rugged path, 

And prospect oft so dreary and forlorn, 

Moved many a sigh at its disheartening length 
Yet feeling present cmIs, while the past 
Famtiy impress the mind, or not at all, 

How readily ive wish time spent revoked, 

That vv c might try the ground again, where once 
(Through inexpenence as vve now perceive) 

We missed that happiness we might have found ' 
Some fnend is gone, perhaps his son’s best friend, 

A father, n hose authority, in show 

YTien most severe, and mustering all its force, 

Was but the grav cr countenance of love , 

YTiose favour, hke the clouds of spnng, might low er, 
And utter now and then an awful voice, 

But had a blessing in its darkest frowm. 

Threatening at once and nounshing the plant. 

We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That reared us At a thoughtless age allured 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 
His sheltering side, and wilfully forewent 
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That converse which we now in vain regreL 
How gladlj would the man recall to life 
The boj's neglected sire 1 a mother too, 

That softer friend, perhaps more gladlj still. 

Might he demand them at the gates of death. 
Sorrow has, since the) went, subdued and tamed 
The pla)^!!! humour , he could now endure 
(Himself g^own sober in the vale of tears) 

And fed a parent’s presence no restraint 
But not to understand a treasure’s worth 
Till Umc has stolen awaj the slighted good, 

Is cause of half the po\ ert) we feel. 

And makes the world the anldcmess it is. 

The few that pra) at all praj oft amiss. 

And, seeking grace to improve the pnre th(^ hold, 
M ould urge a wiser suit than asking more. 

The Task, Book \T 



POEMS ON RELIGIOUS 
SUBJECTS 




CONVERSION 

If ever thou hast felt another’s pain, 

If ever when he sigh’d, hast sigh’d again, 

If ever on thy eyelid stood a tear 
That pity had engender’d, drop one here. 

This man was happy, had the world’s good \i ord. 
And with It cvciy joy it can afford , 

Friendship and love seem’d tenderly at slnfc, 
Which most should sweeten his untroubled life , 
Politely Icarn’d, and of a gentle race, 

Good breeding and good sense gave all a grace, 
And whether at the toilet of the fair 
lie laughed and trifled, made him welcome there , 
Or if in masculine debate he shared, 

Ensured him mute attention and regard 
Alas, how changed ' Exprussive of his mind, 

Ills eyes arc sunk, arms folded, head reclined , 
Those awful syllables — hell, death, and sin. 
Though whispered, plainly tell what works within. 
That consacnce tlicrc performs her proper part, 
And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart. 
Forsaking, and forsaken of all friends, 

He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends , 
Hard task for on8 who lately knew no care, 

And harder stiH as learnt beneath despair 
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His hours no longer pnss unmark’d away, 

A dark importance saddens every day , 

He hears the notice of the clock perplex'd. 

And cries, “ Perhaps eternity strikes next 1" 

Sweet music is no longer music here, 

And laughter sounds like madness in his car , 

His gnef the world of all her power disarms. 

Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms 
God’s holy word, once trivial m his view, 

Now by the \oicc of his expcncncc true, 

Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make his own. 
Now let the bright rc\ erse be known abroad , 
Say man’s a worm, and power belongs to God 
As when a felon whom his country’s laws 
Have justly doom’d for some atrocious cause, 
Expects in darkness and heart chilhng fears. 

The shameful close of all his rois spent years, 

If chance, on heavy pimons slowly borne, 

A tempest usher in the dreaded mom, 

Upon his dungeon walls the lightmngs play. 

The thunder seems to summon him aw ay , 

The w order at the door his key applies. 

Shoots back the bolt, and all his courage dies 
If then, just then, all thoughts of mercy lost, 

\Micn hope, long lingcnng, at last yields the 
ghost. 

The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear, 

He drops at once his fetters and his fear, 

A transport glows in all he looks and speaks. 

And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks 
Joy, far supenor joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days, 

^vades, possesses, and o’cnvhdms the soul 
Of him whom Hope has with a touch made whole , 
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’Tis heaven, all heaven descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings , 

'Tis more — 'Us God diffused through every part, 

'Tis God himself triumphant in his heart, 

O, welcome now the sun’s once hated light. 

His noonday beams were never half so bright 
Not 1 indred mmds alone are called to employ 
Their hours, their days, in listening to his joy , 
Unconscious nature, all that he sun eys. 

Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him m his praise 

Hope 


GOD IN NATURE 

The Lord of all. Himself through all diffused. 
Sustains and is the life of all that lives 
Nature is but a name for an effect 
Whose cause is God He feeds the secret fire 
By which the mighty process is maintam’d, 
^^o sleeps not, is not weary , in whose sight 
Slow circling ages arc as transient days , 

Whose work is without labour , whose designs 
No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts , 

And whose beneficence no charge exhausts. 

Him blind anUquity profaned, not served. 

With self taught ntes, and under various names. 
Female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan, 

And Flora and Vertumnus , peophng earth 
With tutelary goddesses and gods 
That were not, Snd commending as they would 
To each some province, garden, field, or grov e 
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But ill are under One. One Spmt — His 
Who A\ote the plaited thorns \nth bleeding brons— 
Rules uniicrsal nature. Not a flower 
But shows some touch in freckle, streak, or stain, 

Of His unni'aH’d penal He inspires 
Their balm) odours and imparts their hues, 

And bathes thar c) cs Math nectar, and includes, 

In grains as countless as the seaside sands, 

The forms walh whicli He sprinkles all the earth. 
Happ) who walks wath him 1 whom what he finds 
Of flaiour or of scent in fruit or flower, 

Or what he \aews of beautiful or grand 
In nature, from the broad, majestic oak 
To the green blade that twanklcs in the sun, 

Prompts wath remembrance of a present God 
His presence, who made all so fair, perceived. 

Makes all still fairer As ivith Him no scene 
Is drear), so wath Him all seasons please 
Though winter had been none, had man been true, 
And earth be punish’d for its tenant’s sake, 

Vet not in a engeance , as this smiling sk) , 

So soon succeeding such an angr) night, 

And these dissobang snows, and this clear stream 
Rccovenng fast its liquid music, pro\ c 

The Tash, Book VI - 


( 
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DIVINE REVIVAL IN NATURE 

All wc behold is miracle, but seen 
So duly, all is miracle in vain 
Where now the \’ital ener^ that moved, 

While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandenng veins 
Of leaf and flower? It sleeps , and the icj' touch 
Of unprohfic winter has impress’d 
A cold stagnation on the intestine tide 
But let the months go round, a few short months, 
And all shall bo restored These naked shoots, 
Bancn as lances, among which the ivind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes, 

Shall put their graceful foliage on again. 

And more aspiring, and with ampler spread, 

Shall boast new charms, and more than they haie 
lost 

Then, each in its peculiar honours clad. 

Shall pubhsh, even to the distant eye. 

Its family and tribe Laburnum nch 
In streaming gold , synnga ivory pure , 

The scentless and the scented rose, this red 
And of an humbler growth, the other tall, 

And throwing up into the darkest gloom 
Of neighbounng cypress, or more sable yci\ , 

Her silver globes, light as the foamy surf 
That the wind se\ ers from the broken wave , 

The lilac vanous in array, now white, 

Now sanguine, and her beauteous head now set 
With purple spikes pyramidal, as if 
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Studious of ornament, y et unresolved 

MTuch hue she most approred, she chose them all 

/ 

These ha\e been, and these shall be in their day 
And all this uniform uncolourcd scene 
Shall be dismantled of its fleecy load. 

And flush into \-arietj again 

From dearth to plenty, and from death to life. 

Is Nature’s progress when she lectures man 
In heavenly truth , cvinang, as she makes 
The grand transition, that there Ines and works 
A soul in all things, and that soul is God 
The beauties of the wilderness are His, 

That make so gay the soliLary place 

"WTicre no eye secs them And the fairer forms, 

That cultiaation glories in, are His. 

He sets the bright procession on its way, 

And marshals all the order of the year , 

He marks the bounds which winter may not pass. 
And blunts His pointed fury , in its case. 

Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ 
Uninjured, mth inimitable art , 

And, ere one flowery season fades and dies, 

Designs the blooming wonders of the next 

77c Tas/, Book Yl 


THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS 

It happened on a solemn ei entide. 

Soon after He that was our surety died, 

^o bosom fnends, each pensively inchned, 
1 he scene of all those sorrows left behind. 


rorM'; on uelioious sunjLcrs. 

Swp)\i lln ir onn mD-'jtc Innirtl ns tlicy wen! 

In niusinfs \Norlhj nf the pivnl e\cnt 

The) •'inkc of him Uiej lo\ctl, of him whose hfo, 

Thneph htmiclcss hi(i incurrctl piq^lunl slrifi, 

\k lui'c ilctsk lri5 Ufi, in spue of hostile nrts, 

A ilcep incmotnl pr-wen on their licntts 
nic uci'Iltclion, 111 c n \cin of ort, 

The farther tncc'l, tnrichc*! them still the more , 
riit} iho ipht him, in 1 thej justly thouglii him, one 
s>en* to <lo more linn lit npiHireil to ln\c tlonc, 

To csiU 1 pesijile nnd to pHct ilicm high 
XJioit 'll! chc, nntl wontlers'il he shoiihl the 
I rt jet they hroiglu tilth joumty to nn tnil, 

A sir jngtr jomeil them, comtctiiis ns n frieii'I, 

An 1 Well tlirm with n 1 iml engaging mr 
\\ lust their n'lliclmn wns, nml lieggctl n share 
Infomittl, he gnthcrexl f,i the hrol tn thrta'I, 

And, troth ittid wisdom gracing all he said, 

Ihsplained, illnsintcxl and searchctl so well 
Hit tender theme, on which they chose to tlwtll, 

Thai tcadung home, "The night,’ tlicy said, "is near, 
AVc must not now l*c parted, sojourn hcra” 

The new aojuainlancc soon became a guest, 

And, made sv> welconit at ihtir simple feast, 
lie hlcs'cil lilt httad, hut \anishcal at the word, 

And left them l>olh caclaimlng, " ’Twas the Lord ! 

Did not our hearts feel nil he deigned to say, 

Did they not hum walhin us hy the way ?' 

Ccn-'erscihon 
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RELIGION IN RURAL LIFE 

Hacknei ’d in business, w eaned at that oar, 

MTnch thousands, once fast chain’d to, quit no more, 
But nhich, when hfe at ebb runs weak and low, 

All iwsh, or seem to wish, they could forego , 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade. 
Pants for the refuge of some rural shade, 

^Vhere all his long anxieties forgot, 

Amid the charms of a sequester’d spot. 

Or recollected only to gild o’er 

And add a smile to what was sweet before, 

He may possess the jo)'s he thinks he secs. 

Lay his old age upon the lap of ease, 

Improi e the remnant of his wasted span. 

And, havmg In ed a tnfler, die a man 
Thus consaence pleads her cause within the breast. 
Though long rehell’d against, not yet suppress’d, 
And calls a creature form’d for God alone, 

For Heaven’s high purposes and not his owm. 

Calls him away from selfish ends and aims. 

From what debilitates and what inflames, 

From cities humming with a restless crowd. 

Sordid as actx\e, ignorant as loud, 

MTiose highest praise is that they hv e in vam. 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slai es of gam. 

Where works of man are cluster’d close around 
And works of God arc hardly to be found, 

To regions where, m spite of sm and woe. 

Traces of Eden are sull seen below, 

■^Tiere mountain, nver, forest, fiHd, and grove 
Remuid him of his Maker’s power and love 
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"Tt 'Well jf KfXM for at '■tt Into a <h), 

In the h'l of •-uch a Fen^cltS'K plij, 

Tixe wjt'tom wiU nttcml In': feeble call, 

\ri! pnee In': aclt )n ere the ci rtun fill 
h'Kib xliH ln\c lons^ dc-ptscfl their heaicnlj 
birth, 

Tli'-ir wuhr'! nil iniprcfTi-'lerl t\jih earth, 

Per ihtec core jean eniptojM with ceaseless care, 

In ca'ching tmohe and feeding upon air , 

Convcr-ian’ otilj v uh the waj~ of men, 

Uarclj tcdcci i the '-hort remaining tin 
Ini’clcwtc liahita clioke the unfruitful heart. 

Their fibrei jKnetra'e its tcndi.re<i pan, 

And rlraining ita nutntioi ^ poum to fee*! 

Tlicir nmiou^ proivlh, »tanc raerj better scc<] 
Ilappj if full of dajs— but happier far. 

If ere Me jet diiccrn life’*; cicning itar, 
of the ««;r\acc of a uorld that fcc<l«! 

Ils patient drudge' \ntb drj chaff and MeeiU. 

We can c-^ape from cu-.tomN idiot awaj, 

To «;cnc the ^vcrcign we ann born to oluj 
Then sued to muie upjn IIin >■1 ill displaj'd 
(Infmiiv. <;1 ill) m all that He has made t 
To trace in Nature*'’ mo^l minute design 
Tile sijpiaturc and stamp of poaicr diiine, 
Contru-ance intricate express’d mlh caac, 

W here unassisted sight no licauty secs, 

Tlic shaptlj limb and hibncaleil joint, 

W ithin the small ihmenstons of a point , 

Muscle and nerve miraculou-.Ij spun. 

Ills niighlj Mori who speaks and it is done, 

Tlie Imasiblc m things scarce seen reical’d, 

To \ihom an atom is an ample field , 

To aronder at a tlwusand insect forms. 

The- c hatch’d, and those resuscitated aiormc, 

I 
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New life ordain’d and brighter scenes to share, 

Once prone on earth, now bnojont upon air, [ 
Whose shape would make them, had they bulk and 
size, 

More hideous foes than fang can devise ; 

With helmet heads, and dragon scales adorned. 

The mighty myriads, non securely scorned, 

^Vould mock the majesty of man’s high birth, 
Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth 
Then with a glance of fancy to sunQ, 

Far as the faculty can stretch away. 

Ten thousand nvers poured at his command 
From urns, that never fail, through every land , 
These bke a deluge with impetuous force, 

Those wmdmg modestly a silent course , 

The cloud-surmountmg Alps, the fruitful vales , 
Seas, on which c\ery nation spreads her sails. 

The sun, a world s^hence other worlds drink hght, 
The crescent moon, the diadem of night , 

Stars countless, each in his appointed place, 

Fast anchored in the deep abyss of space — 

At such a sight to catch the poet’s flame, 

•Vnd with a rapture like his oivn exclaim, 

“ These are Thy glonons works, Thon Source of good, 
How dimly seen, how faintly understood ' 

Thme, and upheld by Thy paternal care. 

This umvcrsal Cramc, thus wondrous fair , 

Thy power divme, and bounty beyond thought, 
Adored and praised m all that Thou hast wrought 
Absorbed in that immensity I see, 

I shrink abased, and yet aspire to Thee , 

Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day 
Thy words, more clearly than Thy works, display, 
^at, while Thy truths my grosser thoughts refine, 

J may resemble Thee, and call Thee mme.” 

Reiiremcnt 
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TUn RrSTORATION OF ALL THINGS 

T i'- the hnjp of propliccj ; ton sweet 
Not {n wronp'd trv s ini ic morlnl touch , 

Nor nn the v\on<lcr*. it refotdi be vinp 
To nrsnet mu'iic, and not rufTcr lo';*: 

I'd' %xhcn a port, or when one like me, 

HnpJ'r amoii}; poetic flower;, 

T3 oil, 'll poor in '1 ill to rear them, hp;hls at la^l 
On <one fair th'~ttie, ‘-omc theme diMticl) fair, 
Such k the impul-c and the spur he feck 
Topnc It prarc proportion’d to its worth, 

Tint no'k to attempt it, arduous ns he deems 
Tlic lalmur, were n task more arduous still 
Oh acfn''s surp'S'inp fable, nnd jet inie, 

''cenca of aecomph'h'd hlrs 1 which who enn see 
Tbodph hut in disimi prospect, nnd not feel 
Ills s,, 4 l refresh'd with foretaste of the jo) ? 

Rivers of f;ladnc*s w-at'rr all the earth, 

And clothe nil climes with l>cauty , the reproach 
tif barrenness is pa't The fruitful field 
Laughs waih nhiindnncc nr J the land once lean, 
Or fertile pnlj in its own dmgrace, 

Lki Its to see Its thistl} curse rcp'^al’d 
The s'anous seasons woven into one, 

And that one season an eternal spring, 

The garden feels no blight, and needs no fence, 

For there is none to covet, nil arc full 

^‘hc lion, and the hbbatd, and the bear 

Grare wath the fearless flocl s , all bask at noon 

Together, or nil gambol in the shade 

Of the same grov c, nnd dnnk one common stream 
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Antipatlues are none. No foe to man 
Lurl^ in the serpent now the mother sees, 

And smiles to see, her infant’s plajful hand 
Stretch’d forth to dallj with the crested worm. 

To stroke his azure neck, or to rcccnc 
The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue. 

All creatures worship man, and all mankmd 
One Lord, one Father Error has no place 
That creeping pestilence is dn\cn awaj 
The breath of Hea\ en has chased it In the heart 
No passion touches a discordant stnng. 

Bat all IS harmonj and love. Disease 
Is not , the pure and uncontaminate blood 
Holds its due course, nor fears the frost of age. 
One song cmploj-s all nations, and all cry, 

“ Worthy the Lamb, for He was slam for ns 1” 

The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountam tops 
From distant mountains catch the fl)’mg joy, 

Till, nation after nation, taught the strain, 

Earth rolls the rapturous hosanna round 
Behold the measure of the promise fill’d , 

See Salem built, the labour of a God 1 
Bright as a sun the sacred city shines , 

All kingdoms and all pnnees of the earth 
Flock to that light , the glory of all lands 
Flows mto her , unbounded is hex joy, 

^^d endless her increase. Thy rams are there, 
Nebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there , 

■Hie looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind, 

And Saba’s spicy groves, pay tnbute there 
IS in all her gates upon her walls, 

T 1, ““ Streets, and in her spacious courts, 

^ hemd salrauom Eastern Java there 
Rneels with the naUve of the farthest west. 



rorM*^ ox Rri.iGious ^9 

Ant! /t.theoi'n <prcvU abrcntl Uic kind 
And n-cr'liip':. IKr rei»orl h^■t trixcll <l fortli 
Into nil lnnil<:, 1 rom c\cry dime the) conic 
To nfc Ui) ftntl to dnre ih) joj, 

O hum ' nn n^tctnhl) Miuh iv-n cirth 
''iw never, <\ich at heaven ruvopt »lo\vn to see 
Thuthc-vvenvearJ all things tend I or all were once 
Teifcrt, and all must lie at length rcslorctl 
So God h'< pent!) purposed , who would cite 
In lUt tlisl onour’d worl s Ilinisclf endure 
0 “-honoar, ami l>e w rong d without retlrcss 
Haste then, and wheel aw a) a 'Intterd world, 

\c slow revohaiig <easont ' we would see 
(A sight to wIikU oiir c)cs nrc strangers )Cl) 

\ world that qocs not dreail and hate Ills laws 
And 'ufTer for its aitite , would learn how fair 
The creature la that Ool pronounces g<aoil, 
llow pkasant ni itself what pleases Him. 

Here ever) tlrop of hone) hides a sting, 

^\omvs Wind thiiiiscUes into our sweetest flower'', 
And even tlicjov that fiaply •ionic jxmr Iicarl 
Dstive-. from Heaven, pure as the fountain is 
Is sullies! ill the s'rcara , taking a taint 
from touch of human lips nt best impure 
Oh for a woihl in principle as diastc 
As this IS gross and selfish ' over which 
Ciistont and prejudice shall In-ar no swaj, 

Tliat govern all things here, shouldering aside 
The meek and modest Truth, and forang her 
To seek a refuge from the tongue of strife 
In nooks obscure, far from the wajs of men , 

W licrc violence shall never hfi the sword, 

Ivor cunnmg jiestif) the proud man’s wrong, 

Leaving the jxxij no remed) but tears , 

Where he that fdls an office shall esteem 
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The occasion it presents of doing good 
More than the perquisite , where law shall speak 
Seldom, and never but as wisdom prompts 
And equity , not jealous more to guard 
A worthless form than to dcadc anght , 

Where fashion shall not sanctify abuse, 

Nor smooth good breeding (supplemental grace) 
With lean performance ape the work of lore. 

Come then, and added to Thy man) crowns, 
Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth. 

Thou who alone art worth) 1 It was Thme 
By anaent covenant ere nature’s birth, 

And Thou hast made it Thine by purchase since. 
And overpaid its value with Thy blood 
Thy saints proclaim Thee King , and m their heart! 
Th) title IS engraven with a pen 
Dipped m the Aiuntain of eternal love 
Thy saints proclaim Thee King , and Thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 
The dawn of Thy last advent, long-dcsired. 

Would creep into the bowels of the hills. 

And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 

The very spint of the world is tired 

Of ns own taunbng question, asked so long, 

‘ Whtre IS the promise of )our Lord’s approach?” 

The Task, Book VI 
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WALKIXr, WITH GOD 

Gt/ \ 2.J 

On fo? a do<cr 'vnlk 'uth God, 
Acdm nrd hcavcnlj frame 

A hflit rr> t) inc upon ihe road 
Tliaj Ic'r’s me to the Damb ’ 

W h’-re ibe blwc-lnees I knew 
iien ttr«{ I 'i-w the Lord ? 

Wicrc «<; the c-onl rcrtcfhinf^ \icw 
Of and Ilts oord ? 

WTiat pcacefni ho ir5 I on^e enjot cd ! 
llott. e^vcct their memon Hill ! 

But tlwj kaae left an aching aand, 

T))C aiorlJ can never fill. 

Ketum, O hoi) Dove, return ’ 

Sweet rncs'cngcr of rc?l ' 

I hate the sras that made Tlicc mourn, 
And drove Tltcc from m) breavt 

Tlic dearevt idol I have 1 novvaa, 

W hate’e r that idol lie, 

Help me to tear it from Tli) throne, 
And worship onl) Tlicc. 

So shall in) wall he close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame , 

So purer liphl shall marl the road 
That leads me to the Lamb 



152 POEMS ON RELIGIOUS SUBJECTS 


JEHOVAH-NISSI, 

the lord M\ BA^^ER jExod XVU 

B\ whom was Da«d taught 
To mm the deadlj blow', 

MTicn he Goliath fought, 

And laid the Giltite low? 

Nor sword nor spear the slnphng took, 
But chose a pebble from the brook 
'Twas Israel’s God and King 
Who sent him to the fight , 

Who ga% e him strength to sling, 

And skill to aim arighL 
Ye feeble saints, jour strength endures, 
Because joung Daaid’s God is yours. 
MTio ordered Gideon forth 
To stonw the inaaders’ camp, 

With arms of little worth, 

A pitcher and a lamp ? 

The trumpets made his coming known, 
And all the host was overthrown 
Oh ! I hare seen the daj, 

MTien with a smgle word, 

God helping me to say, 

“ My trust is m the Lord," 

Mj soul hath quelled a thousand foes. 
Fearless of all that could oppose 
But unbehef, self wall. 

Self righteousness, and pride, 

How often do thej steal 
Mj weapon from mj side * 

^et Daiad’s Lord, and Giiieon’s fnend, 
'k ill help His sen-ant to the end 
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THE CONTRITE HEART 

Till I/>id \\ill divine 

On lontMic lii.vri< j 

riicn ti.Il me, j^rvauvis Gml, is mum 
A contnic hc^it, or no? 

I hc%r. \> u Perm to lieu in \un, 
Inscu'-rbU -vs sictl . 

If nujilit IP ft)', Ms tinK jmn, 

To find I rnnnot ftt) 

1 ponKlinich tlnnl mpcif iiiclin'il 
T o Im c tlmt , if I cmild , 
hut oficn feel nnoth<r miivl, 

Avtro to nil tint’* |'m>l 

VU l)cel de-ifc^ nre funt nnd few, 

I fun mould strut for iimri , 
lint mlirn r cr), "Mj sutnctli renew '' 
^ctm Welker tlnn before' 

Til) euntsite comfottcil, I know. 

And Io\ c Til) house of jiri) e-r , 

I therefore go where others go, 

Ilut find no comfort there 

Oh ! rml c this hetrl rejoice or nchc 
Decide this doubt for mo , 

And if It Ik; not broken, brent — 

And heal it, if n lie 
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LOVEST THOU ME? 

Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord , 

’Tis th} SaMour, hear His word , 

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 

“ Saj, poor sinner, lo\est thou me? 

“ I deh\ cred thee when bound, 

And when bleedmg, healed thy nound , 
Sought thee M-andcnng, set thee nght , 
Turned thy darkness into light 

“ Can a noman’s tender care 
Cease ton-ards the child she bare? 

Yes, she may forgetful be. 

Yet mil I remember thee 

‘ Mine IS an unchanging love, 

Higher than the heights abo\c, 

Deeper than the depths beneath, 

Free and faithful, strong as death 

“ Thou shalt see my glorj soon, 

\STicn the wxirk of grace is done , 
Partner of my throne shalt be , — 

Say, poor sinner, lo\est thou me?” 

Lord, It IS my chief complaint, 

That ray lo\c is neak and famt , 

Yet I lo%e Thee and adore, — 

Oh for grace to love Thee more ' 
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RETIREMHNT 

l-AT frrttn thr O I fit", 

I'tom -^tnfc* atul tt-muU Or • 

I roni ^'csic^ ^^})crc Sitan <lill 
Hn ‘iTicctS'.ful \sTvr 

The calm rcircil, the ^ilcnt ^hulc, 

With pmjer am’ jini^ ai^ct. , 

Awl M:cm h) TJij iwcct Iwinl^ maiR 
I or tho'^ vho follow Tlicc 

nicre, jf Tlij Spirit toucli the «oul, 

Anri grace her ti'eatr alxxlc, 

Oh ! with whu }>eace, and joj, nnJ lore, 
Site cnrnmuncs anth her God ’ 

Tliere hi c the nightingale --he jMDurs 
Her efiluarj hp , 

Nor a.'iks a witness of her *ong, 

Nor tlurils for human praise 

\ulhoT and guardian of m) life, 
bwee! source of light duinc, 

And — all harmonious names in one — 

My Saviour ' Thou nrt mine 1 

WTial thanks I owe Tlict., and what love, 
A boundless, endless store. 

Shall echo through the realms atxrvc, 

W hen time shall lie no more 
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GRACE AND PROVIDENCE 

Almighty King ! whose wondrous hand 
Supports the weight of sea and land , 
VTiosc grace is such a boundless store, 

No heart shall break Uiat sighs for more , 

Th) providence supplies my food, 

And ’Us Thy blessing makes it good , 

My soul IS nourished by Thy w ord 
Let soul and bodj praise the Lord I 

My streams of outward comfort came 
From Him who built this earthly frame, 
Whate'er I want His bounty giics, 

By whom my soul for c\er lives 

Either His hand preserves from pain. 

Or, if I feel it, heals again , 

From Satan’s malice shields my breast. 

Or 01 errules it for the best 

Forgiie the song that falls so low 
Beneath the gratitude I ow e 1 
It means Thy pmise, how ever poor, 

An angel’s song can do no more 
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THE WAITING SOIIE 

BriATiif Oie fcntlo fouUi, O Ixird, 
\ttil chc<.r i«c fioin the iioillt , 
niciw, on the trcrntrc' of Tltj word, 

And oil the "^I'lccs forth ’ 

I widi, Tlmn I now st to Iks 
A nd w-ut with pilicnl hojK. , 
liiit hoj>e dch>cd fiUf;uc<; the mind, 

And drinhi the spirit tip 

Help me to rc^ch the dtstml fp:nl , 
f onfirm m) fn.htc knee , 

Tit) the sickness of n soul 
rint hints for hne of Thee 1 

( old as I feel this hc-itl of mine, 

\ ct, since I feel It so, 

It jiclds some liojic of life ihsine 
\^^thln, howeser low 

I seem forsaken and alone, 

1 hear the hon roar , 

And eterj door is shut but one. 

And tint is Merej s door 

There, till the dear Dclucrcr come, 

I'll wait with humble prajer , 

And svhen He calks IIis exile home, 

Tlic Lord shall find Iiiiii there. 


* 
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LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS ^ 

God moves in a mystenons vrvf 
His Tvonders to perfonn , 

He plants His footsteps in the sea, 

And ndes npon the stonn. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-faibng skill. 

He treasures np His bright designs, 

Amd works His sovereign will 

Ye fearful samts, fresh courage take, 

The clouds jc so much dread 
Are big inth mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on jotir head 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust Him for His grace , 

Behind a frowmng providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will npen fast. 

Unfolding everj hour , 

The bud may have a bitter taste. 

But sweet will be the flower 

Blind unbelief is sure to err. 

And scan His work in vam 
God IS His own interpreter. 

And He wiU make it plam 

t Cbapcaed June 1773, on the ere of (Xtrpers second attack of 
tnsaouy 
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HUMAN FRAILTY 

\\ J AK ^nt’. trr^<^J^lUc r nnn . 

Till. }> irpo';" of to dij, 

\So\rn with p\ini into liK phn. 

To inonow rcmU twaj 

The lou ueU licnt and mitt the "^irinp 
\ ICC iccuK nlfcaiij jiLiin, 

Ihit rudcl} intp': the strinp, 

/\n 1 It rc\i\cs ^raln 

Some foe to hii tipnjjht intent 
Finds onl hi« ssc^hcr put, 

\ irti c cn(]i' his ftv^nt, 

Fut plci'iv.rc wins his licarL 

Tis here the foil) of the wise 
l“h'OUph all his art we sicw, 
vVnd while his tongue the cliaigc denies, 
lliv coTi-sncncc owns it true 

lloiind on n so>agc of awful length 
\nd dangers little known, 

A stringer to superior strength, 

Man viinl) trusts his own 

But oars alone can no cr prci ail 
To reach the distant coast, 

Tlic breath of hcaacn must swell the sail 
Or all the toil is lost 
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STANZAS 

SUBJOI^ED TO THE YEARLY BILI OF MORTALITi OF TJ!E 

PARISH or ALL SAINTS, NORTHAMPTON , 

FOR THE ^ CAP 1787 

Pallida Mors Tqao pulsat pcde paupcrum tabemas 
Regumque tutrcs. — Horace. 

Pale Death with equal foot stril.es wide the door 

Of roj’-d halls and hov-cls of the poor 

While thirteen moons snw smoothly run 
The Nen’s barge hden u-avc, 

All these, life’s rambling journey done. 

Have found their home, the grave 

Was man (frail alvvaj's) made more frail 
Than in foregoing years ? 

Did famine or did plague prevail. 

That so much death appears ? 

No these were vagoTous as their sires, 

Nor plague nor famine came , 

This annual tribute Death requires, 

And never waives his claim 

Like crowded forest trees vve stand, 

And some are marked to fall , 

The a.\e wall smite at God’s command. 

And soon shall smite us all 

Green as the hay tree, ever green, 

With its new foliage on, 

gay, the thoughtless, have I seen , 

I passed — and they were gone. 
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None, accustomed to the sound, 

Wakes the sooner for his cry 

So your verse man I, and clerk, 

Yearly in my song proclaim 
Death at hand— 3 ourselves his mark— 

And the foe’s unemng aim 

Duly at my time I come, 

Publishing to all aloud — 

Soon tlic grave must be your home, 

And your only suit a shroud 

But the monitory strain, 

Oft repeated in your cars, 

Seems to sound too much in a am. 

Wins no notice, M-ikcs no fears 

Can a truth, by all confessed 
Of such magnitude and weight, 

Grow, by being oft expressed, 

Tnvial as a parrot’s prate? 

Pleasure’s call attention wans, 

Hear it often ns we may , 

New as e\er seem our sms, 

Though committed cicry day 

Death and Judgment, Heaacn and Hell — 
These alone, so often heard. 

No more more us than the bell 
\Vhen some strxmger is interred 

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover us from every eye. 

Spirit of instruction ' com* 

Make us Icam that we must die 
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And ardour in the Christian race 
A h)’pocnte’s pretence ? 

\Yho trample order , and the day 
WTuch God asserts His own 
Dishonour mth unhallowed play, 

And worship Chance alone ? 

If scorn of God's commands, impressed 
On word and deed, imply 
The better part of man unblessed 
With life that cannot die , 

Such want it and that want, uncured 
Till man resigns his breath. 

Speaks him a criminal, assured 
Of everlasting death 

Sad penod to a pleasant course I 
Vet so mil God repay 
Sabbaths profaned without remorse, 
And Mercy cast away 



POEMS HUMOROUS AND 
PLAYFUL 




THE DlvnRlING HISTORY Of 
JOHN GILPIN 


■Jiiov. iM !iov m \\r’.T jAiiTurR than jif 
i,Tisnnn am* camf safi iiomi acais 

John GtUis uxt n cjlncn 
Of crolil 'ui'l rcnow-n, 

\ (fun U'n'i cnii'nin de Jic 
Of fnmoa> London tov\n 

John Giljnn s to her dear, 

''Thfiuj,h \\o.ldcd We have Ixxn 
These Imcc Kn tcxliojs jenr*, jet we 
Lo holub) ha\e '^cen 

“ To morrow is our wcihhncdaj, 

And we will then rqiair 
Unto the Jkll at Edmonton, 

All in n chaise nnJ pair 

“ ^Iy swlcr, and tnj sister's diild, 

Mjacir, and children llirea., 

Will fdl the chare , so jou must ride 
On hotschad after we ” 

He soon rcphtal, " 1 do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And JOU aje she, m> dearest dear, 
Tlicrcfore it •■hall be done 



1 68 POEMS HUMOROUS AKD PLAYFUL 


“ I am a linen-draper bold. 

As all the world doth knou, 

And my good fnend the calender 
Mill lend his horse to go ” 

Quoth Mrs Gilpm, “ That’s well said , 

And for that wine is dear, 

M’e will he furnished inth our omi, 

Minch is both bright and clear " 

John Gilpm kissed his lonng wafe , 

O’erjo} cd was he to find. 

That though on pleasure she was bent, 

She had a frugal mind 

The morning came, the chaise was brought, 
But j et was not allow cd 

To dnve up to the door, lest all 
Should say that she was proud 

So three doors off the chaise was stajed, 
Mliere the} did all get in , 

Six prcaous souls, and all agog 
To dash through thick and thm 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels, 
M'ere never folk so glad, 

The stones did rattle underneath. 

As if Cheapsidc were mad 

John Gilpm at his horse’s side 
Seized fast the flowmg mane, 

And up he got, m haste to^nde. 

But soon came down agam , 
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1 rr •irtrv.f livl he, 

Ills joi nic} to t>c{pn, 

When, ttiminj; Toi.tid hi*- hea I, !ni sw, 
Three ctuto nct^ come m 

‘^0 tlirtTO he rnmi , for lf> e rf lime 
AhJioiif’h u Kuc\cl him «nrv, 

Vet lo*-' of {KTicc, full Will lie 1 .it-w, 

WVrih! tro ible him moch more 

‘1 loit^ l*efoic the c’.rtnmc'^ 

Were ^ltilc^l to their niir<l. 

When licit) <crcammj» cimc down’Hnirx, 
**Tht. Hinc ir left l>chind !" 

*' (jtxx! tech 5” qun‘h he — "jcl hrinp it me, 
Mj leethem belt hlc«i''e, 

Jn which 1 hnr tn) Iniet) '■uerd, 

When I do cscrci'c. 

Isovs Mi^Utj? <>ilpin (careful 'oul ’) 

Had two stone hotltes found, 

To hold the liquor lint she lovcil, 

And 1 cep it safe and sound 

Hach lioltlc ha<l n ciitlinp car, 

Thro ii;h which the IkIi he drew. 

And hung a bottle on each side. 

To raai c bis balance true. 

Tlien 01 cr all, that he might be 
12<tuippcd from top to toe, 

Ills long r»d cloal , well brushed and neat. 
He nianfull) did throw 
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Now see luni mounted once ngaui 
Upon Ins nimble steed, 

Full slowly paang o’er the stones, 

^Vith caution and good heed 

But finding soon a smoother road 
Beneath his well shod feet, 

The snorting beast began to trot, 

YTnch galled him in Ins scat 

So, “ Fair and softly,” John lie cned. 

But John he cned in %ain , 

That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rein 

So stooping down, as needs he must 
MTio cannot sit upnght, 

He grasped the mane wth both his hands, 
And eke mlh nil his might 

His horse, who ne\ cr in that sort 
Had handled been before, 

IVhat thmg upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more 

Aw ay w ent Gilpin, neck or nought , 

Away went hat and mg , 

He little dreamt, when he set out. 

Of running such a ng 

The wand did blow , the cloak did fly, 

Like streamer long and gay, 

Till, loop and button failing both, 

At last It flew away 
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Then aM 
Tht t-o'.lk lie h' 1 r'lin*: ; 

A Rjitlc !\nep,"f; nl cecJi 4\lc, 

Af luth twm '~3nl t r •nn". 

Tlie<l(Y' tlivl liitK, tJic chtMm *^aenmc<t, 
l/J» flew (he \rlntSo\\’. ell 
And c^u) Sfiul ct H out, '* \\cH ilonc !' 
/\i loud n? he cnnl J la« h 

A>\n> wen' Oilptn — who but he? 

T1j< fimc foon jptcetl ntroind , 

* He tnmer wdrht ’’ “ He rule* s race •' 

" 'Tu f<'f n ttio^'ATil jneml 

And s'lll, s< he Arew Jicae, 

T w n w on Icr ful to \ xu , 

How m a tnee the lurnpil c men 
Titrjr jp'cs vnlc open threvT 

And now, a'l he went li^wirg down 
lUs reel tng head full low, 
diu boUlcei Iwun iKlund his back 
V>cic slnltireil at a blow 

Doivn tan the wine into the road, 

Most pitco IS to lie ^ten, 

M hich made his horse’s flanLs to smoke 
As ihcj had Im'-tcd l>ccn 

Bui fldl he seemed to carr)’ weight, 

M ilh leathern girdle braced , 

Tor all mipjit see llie Iwtllo ned s 
Stdl dangling at his waist 
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Thus all through men)’ Islington, 

These gambols he did play, 

Until he came unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton so ga) , 

And there he threw the Wash about. 

On both sides of the way, 

Just like unto a trundhng mop, 

Or a wild goose at plaj 

At Edmonton, his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wondering much 
To see how he did nde. 

“ Stop, stop, John Gilpin 1 — Here’s the house 1 
TTic) all at once did cry , 

“ The dmner waits, and we arc tired ” — 

Said Gilpin — “ So am I 

But )et his horse was not a whit 
Inclined to tarr) there , 

For why? — his owner had a house 
Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swafl he flew , 

Shot by an archer strong , 

So did he fly — which brings me to 
The middle of my song 

Away went Gilpin out of breath. 

And sore against his will, 

Till at his fnend the calender’s 
His horse at last stood still 
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The calender, amazed to ace 
Ills neighbour m such trim, 

Laid dou-n his pipe, (lew to the gate, 

And thus accosted him 

“ WTiat news? iihat news? jour tidings tell 
Tell me j ou must and shall — 

Saj uh} bareheaded jou arc come, 

Or why jou come at all ? ’ 

Non Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And los’d a timclj joke , 

And thus unto the calender 
In merrj' guise he spoke 

“ I came because jour horse would come, 
And if I w ell forebode, 

My hat and wig anil soon be here, 

They are upon the road ” 

The calender nght glad to find 
His fnend m merry pm. 

Relum’d him not a single uord, 

But to the house went in 

MTience straight he came svith hat and vng, 
A wag that flow’d behind, 

A hat not much the worse for wear. 

Each comely in its kind 

He held them up, and in his turn 
Thus shelv’d his ready wat 
My head isJLwace as big as jours, 

Thej therefore needs must fit 
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“ But let me scnpe the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face, 

And stop and eat, for well }ou may 
Be in a hungry case ” 

Said John, “ It is my wedding day, 

And all the world would stare. 

If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

And I should dme at Ware ” 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

“ I am in haste to dme , 

’Twas for j our pleasure you came here, 
You shall go hack for mme ” 

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast 1 
For which he paid full dear , 

For, while he spake, a bmpng ass 
Did sing most loud and clear , 

'Whereat his horse did snort, as he 
Had heard a bon roar. 

And galloped off with all his might. 

As he had done before 

Away went Gilpm, and away 
Went Gilpm's hat and wag 
He lost them sooner than at first , 

For why ? — they were too big 

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away, , 

She pulled out half a croivn , 
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And thus unto the jouth she snid 
That drove them to the Bell, 

“ This shall be jours, when jou bnng back 
My liushand safe and wdl " 

The j outh did ndc, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein , 

But not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 

The frighted steed he frighted more, 

^Vnd made him faster run 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
W'cnl postboy at his heck, 

The poalbo) 's horse right glad to miss 
The lumbenng of the wheels. 

Sill gentlemen upon the road. 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 

With postboy scampenng in the rear, 
They raised the hue and crj 

“ Stop thief 1 stop thief ! — a highwajanan I" 
Not one of them was mute , 

And all and each that passed that way 
Did join m the pursuit 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open m short space , 

The toll m<yi thinking, as before, 

That Gilpin rode n race 
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And so he did, and won it too, 

For he got first to town , 

Nor stopped till where he had got up 
He did again get domi 

Now let us sing. Long live the king I 
And Gilpin, long h\ e he 1 
And nhen he next doth nde abroad 
May I be there to see 1 


ODE TO APOLLO 

ON AN INK GLASS ALMOST DRIED IN TIIF SUN 

Patron of all those luckless brains 
That, to the vrrong side le-ining, 

Indite much metre with much pains, 

And htlle or no meaning 

Ah why, smce oceans, nvers, streams. 
That M ater all the nations. 

Pay tribute to thj glorious beams. 

In constant exhalations , 

MTi} , stooping from the noon of day , 

Too covetous of dnnk, 

Apollo, hast thou stolen away 
A poet’s drop of ink ? 

Upborne into the viewless air, 

It floats a vapour now, 

Impelled through regions dfmse and rare 
By all the mnds that blow 
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Ordninetl, perhaps, ere slimmer flies, 
Combined ivith milhons more. 

To form an Ins in the skies, 

Though black and foul before 

lUuslnous drop I and happy then 
Beyond the happiest lot, 

Of all that ever passed my pen, 

So soon to be forgot ! 

Phoebus, if such be thy design, 

To place it in thy bow. 

Give wit, that what is IcR may slune 
With equal grace below 


THE YEARLY DISTRESS , 

OK, TITHING TIME AT STOCK, IN ESSTV 

Verses addressed /o a cotmlry clergyman complaining of 
the dtsagrecableness of the day annually appointed for 
receiving the dues at the parsonage 

Come, ponder well, for ’tis no jest. 

To laugh it Mould be mong, 

The troubles of a worthy priest. 

The burthen of my song 

This pnest he merry is and blithe 
Three quarters of a year. 

But oh 1 It cijts him like a scythe 
When tithing time draws near 
N 
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He then IS full of frights and fears, 

As one at point to die, 

And long before the day appears 
He heaves up many a sigh 

1 or then the famicis come, jog, jog, 
Along Uie nnry road, 

Each heart as heavj’ as a log, 

To make their pajanents good 

In sooth the sorrow of such days 
Is not to be express’d, 

\Vhcn he that takes and he that pays 
Arc both alike distress’d 

Now all unwelcome at his gales 
The clumsy swains alight, 

With rueful faces and bald pates ,— 
He trembles at the sight 

^Vnd w ell he may , for w ell he knows, 
Each bumpkin of the clan. 

Instead of pajang what he owes, 

Wll cheat him if he can. 

So in they come — each makes his leg. 
And flings his head before. 

And looks as if he came to beg. 

And not to quit a score. 


“ And how docs miss and madam do, 
ThebtUeboy and all?” 

“ All tight and well Am^how do you. 
Good Mr What d’ye call ?” 



POEMS HUMOROUS AND PLAYFUL 179 


The dinner comes, and doMTi thoy sit 
Were e’er such hungry folk ? 

There’s little talking, and no wit , 

It is no time to joke. 

One wipes his nose upon his sleeve. 

One spits upon the floor, 

Yet not to give oflencc or gnevc. 

Holds up the cloth before. 

The punch goes round, and they are dull 
And lumpish still as ever , 

Like barrels with Iheu: belbcs full, 

They only weigh the heavier 

At length the busy time begins. 

“ Come, neighbours, we must wag,” — 
The money chinks, down drop their chins. 
Each luggmg out his bag 

One talks of mildew and of frost, 

And one of storms of hail, 

And one of pigs that he has lost 
By maggots at the toil 

Quoth one, “ A rarer man than you 
In pulpit none shall hear , 

But yet methmks to tell you true. 

You sell It plaguy dear " 

Oh, why were farmers made so coarse, 

Or clergy made so fine ? 

A luck that s^ce would move a horse, 
May kill a sound divine. 



iSo POEMS HUMOROUS AND PLAYFUL 


Then let the boobies stiy tit home , 
'Twould cost him, I dare say, 
Less trouble taking twice the sum 
Without the cloivns that pay 


THE DISTRESSED TRAVELLERS, OR, 
LABOUR IN VAIN 

A NEW SONG TO A TUNE NEVER SUNG BEFORE 

1 

I SING of a journey to Clifton 
We would ha\ c performed if we could, 
Wthout cart or barrou to lift on 
Poor Mary and me Uirough the mud 
Slec sla slud. 

Stuck m the mud. 

Oh, It is pretty to wade through a flood 1 

2 

So aivay we vent, shpping and shdmg, 

Hop, hop, d la mode de deux frogs, 

’Tis near as good walking as nding, 

When ladies are dressed in their clogs. 
^Vheels, no doubt. 

Go briskly about,, 

But they clatter and rattle, and make such a rout 1 
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3 

SUE. 

“ Well 1 now I protest it is charming , 

Hon finely the weather improves ! 

Tliat doud, though, is rather alarmmg, 

How slowly and stately it moves I” 

HE. 

“ Pshaw 1 never nund, 

'Tis not in the mnd, 

We arc travelling south and shall leave it behind ” 

4 

SHE 

“lam glad we arc come for an ainng, 

For folks may be pounded and penned, 
Until they grow rusty, not canng 
To stir half a mile to an end ” 

HE. 

“ The longer we sta), 

The longer we may , 

It’s a folly to think about weather or way ’’ 

I 

5 

SHE. 

“ But now I begin to be frighted , 

If I fall, what a way I should roll ' 

I am glad that the bndge was indicted, — 
Stop 1 stop 1 I am sunk m a hole I” 

HE. 

“ Nay, never care I 
’Tis OjCommon affair , 

You’ll not be the last that ivill set a foot there ” 
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6 

SHE 

“ Let me breathe now a httle, and ponder 
On what it were better to do , 

That tcmble lane I see jondcr, 

I think we shall never get through ” 

HE 

“ So think I — 

But, by the by. 

We never shall know, if we never should tiy ” 

7 

SHE 

“ But should we get there, how shall we get home? 
What a terrible deal of bad road we ha\ c past ’ 
Slipping and shding , and if we should come 
To a difficult stile, I am ruin’d at last 1 
Oh, this lane , 

Now It IS plain 

That struggling and stnving is labour in vain ” 

8 

HE 

“ Slick fast there while I go and look — ” 

SHE 

“ Don’t go away, for fear I should fall 1 ’ 

HE 

" I have examined it every nook, 

And what you sec here is a sample of all 
Come, wheel round. 

The dirt we have found, 

Would be an estate at a farthing a pound ” 
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9 

Now, sister Anne, the guitar you must take, 

Set it, and sing it, and make it a song , 

I have varied the verse for vanety’s sake, 

And cut it off short — ^because it was long 
’Tis hohhhng and lame, 

Wiich critics wont blame. 

For the sense and the sound, they say, should be the 
same 


ADDRESS TO TOBACCO 

Oh Nymph of transatlantic fame. 
Where’er thine haunt, whate’er thy name. 
Whether reposing on the side 
Of Oroonoquo’s spacious hde. 

Or listening with dehght not small 
To Niagara's distant fall, 

’Tis time to cherish and to feed 
The pungent nose refreshing weed. 
Which, whether pulverised it gam 
A speedy passage to the brain, 

Or, whether, touch’d with fire, it rise 
In circling eddies to the skies. 

Does thought more quicken and refine 
Than all the breath of all the Nine — 
Forgive the bard, if bard he be, 

■Who once too wantonly made free, 

To touch v^th a saUnc wpe 
That symbol of thy pon er, the pipe , 
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So may no blight infest thj plains 
And no unseasonable tains , 

And so may smiling peace once more 
Visit America’s sad shore , 

And thou secure from ill alarms, 

Of thundering drums and glittering arms, 
Rose unconfincd beneath the shade 
Thy Made expanded leaves ha\ e made 
So may thj v otancs increase, 

And fumigation nc\ cr cease 
May Newton with renew’d delights 
Perform thy odonferous rites 
MTiilc clouds of incense half di\ me 
Iniolie thy disappearing shrine 
And so may smohe inhahng Bull 
Be always filling, ne\cr full 


REPORT or AN ADJUDGED CASE 

^OT TO HE ^ou^n in oi the hooks 

Betts EEN Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose. 

The spectacles set them unhappily w rong , 

The point in dispute was, as all the world Knows, 

To which the said spectacles ought to lielong 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 
With a great deal of skill, and a wag full of learning , 
VHulc Chief Baron Ear sal to balanc^ the laws, 

So famed for his talent in nicely' discerning 
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“ In behalf of the Nose it wall quickly appear, 

And jour lordship,” he said, “ Mill undoubtedly find, 
That the Nose has had spectacles ahvaj's in uear, 

MTnch amounts to possession time out of nund " 

Then holding the spectacles up to the court — 

“Your lordship observes they are made uath a straddle. 
As wade as the ridge of the Nose is , in short. 

Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle 

“Again, Mould jour lordship a moment suppose 
(’Tis a case that lias happened, and may be again). 
That the visage or countenance had not a Nose, 

Praj who would, or who could, wear spectacles then? 

“ On the uhole it appears, and my argument shou’s. 
With a reasoning the court will nc\er condemn. 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, 

And the Nose was as plainly intended for them " 

Then shifting his side, as a law7er knows how. 

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes 
But what were his arguments few people know. 

For the court did not think thej' were cquallj wise. 

So his lordship decreed wath a grave solemn tone, 

Decisii e and clear, wathout one if or but — 

That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on. 

By daylight or candlelight — Eyes should be shut 1 
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THE COLUBRIAD 

Cr OSE by tlic threshold of n door milcd fist 
Three kittens sat , each kitten looked aghast 
I, passing swift and inattentive by, 

At the three kittens cast a careless eje , 

Not much concerned to know what they did there , 

Not deeming kittens worth a poet’s care 

But presently a loud and furious hiss 

Caused me to stop, and to exclaim, “What’s this?" 

MTicn lo ! upon the threshold met my new, 

With head erect, and eyes of fiery hue, 

A vaper, long os Count dc Grasse’s queue, 

Forth from his head his forked tongue he tlirows, 
Darting it full against a kitten’s nose , 

MTio hav mg nc\ er seen, m field or house. 

The like, sat still and silent ns a mouse , 

Only projecting, with attention due, 

Her whiskered face, she asked him, "Who arc 
you?" 

On to the hall went I, with pace not slow, 

But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe 
With which well armcil I hastened to the spot. 

To find the viper, but I found him not 
And turning up the leaves and shrubs around, 

Found only that he was not to be found 
But still the lultcns, sitting as before. 

Sat watching close the bottom of the door 
“ I hope,” said I, “the villain I would kill 
Has slipped between the door and the door sill , 

And if I make despatch, and follow hard, 

No doubt but I shall find him in the yard ’’ 
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For long ere now it should have been rehearsed, 
'Twas in the garden that I found him first. 

E’en there I found him, there the full grown cat 
His head, ivith vcl\et paw, did gently pat , 

As curious as the kittens erst had been 
To learn what this phenomenon might mean 
Filled with heroic ardour at the sight. 

And fcanng every moment he would bite. 

And rob our household of our only cat 
That was of age to combat woth a rat. 

With outstretched hoe I slew him at the door. 

And taught him never to come there no more. 

Atiriiii 1723 


THE DOG AND THE WATER LILY 

NO FARLE 

The noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ouse’s silent tide. 

When, ’scaped from literary cares, 

I wandered on his side. 

My spaniel, prclucsl of his race. 

And high in pedigree 
(Two nymphs adorned wath every grace 
That spaniel found for me). 

Now wantoned, lost in flags and reeds, 
Now starting into sight, 

Pursued the swallow o’er the meads 
With scarce a slower flight 
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It WTS the time when Ouse displayed 
His hlics newly blown , 

Their beauties I intent surveyed 
And one 1 w ished ray own 

With cane extended far, I sought 
To steer it close to land , 

But still the prize, though nearly caught, 
Escaped my eager liand 

Beau marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fixed considerate face, 

And puzzling set bis puppy brains 
To comprehend the case. 

But with a chirrup clear and strong 
Dispersing all his dream, 

I thence withdrew, and followed long 
The vnndings of tlie stream 

My ramble ended, I relumed , 

Beau, trotung for before, 

The floating wTeath again discerned, 

And plunging left the shore 

I saw him with that lily cropped 
Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropped 
The treasure at my feet, 

Charmed with the sight, "The world,” I cried, 
“ Shall hear of this thy deed 
My dog shall mortify the pnd^ 

Of man's superior breed 
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Pul chief mj3clf I will enjoin, 
Awake al duty’s call, 

To show a lo\ c as prompt as Uiine 
To Him who giacs me all ” 


ON A SPANIEL, CALLED “I5EAU," 

KiLUsn A tooNG nrrn 

A SPAMET , Pcau that fares like jmi, 

Well fed, and at his case, 

Should wiser lie than to pursue 
Each trifle tliat he sees 

Put jou base lulled a Unj bird 
MTiich flew not till to-<la}, 

Against mj order®, whom jou heard 
Forbidding you the prey 

Nor did you 1 ill that you might cat 
And ease a doggish pain , 

For him, though chased with furious heat, 
You left where he was slain 

Nor was he of the thievish sort, 

Or one whom blood allures, 

Put innocent was all his sport 
Whom you have tom for yours 

My dog I what remedy remains, 

Since, teach you all I can, 

I see yoy, after all my pains, 

So much resemble man ? 
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BEiVU’S REPLY 

Sir, ^\hcn I flew to seize the bird 
In spite of ) our comnnnd, 

A louder \oicc than jours I heard, 

And harder to withstand 

You cried, “ Forbear '"—but in mjr breast 
A mightier cried, " Proceed !” — 

’Twas Nature, sir, whose strong bclicsl 
Impelled me to llic deed 

\ ct much as Nature I respect, 

I ventured once to breaL 
(/\s jou perhaps maj recollect) 

Her precept for jour sake , 

And when jour linnet on a daj, 

Passing his jirison door. 

Had fluttered all his strcngtli awajr 
And panting pressed the floor, 

Well knowing him a sacred thing, 

Not destined to my tooth, 

I onlj kissed his rufiled vnng, 

And licked the feathers smooth 

Let my obedience then excuse 
Mj disobedience now, 

Nor some reproof j ourself refuse 
From jour aggrieved 13ow wow , 

If killing birds be such a crime 
(^^^llch I can hardly see). 

What think you, sir, of killing Time 
^Ylth verse addressed to rod? 
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EPITAPH OH A HARE 

IltRr he?, whom hound did ne’er pursue, 
Isor swifter greyhound follow, 

\\ hose foot ne’er tainted morning dew, 
Nor car heard huntsman’s halloo , 

Old Tincj, 'nirhest of his l-ind, 

Who, nursed w ith tender care, 

And to domestic bounds confined, 

Was still a wild Jack hare 

Though dul) from m> hand he took 
Ills pittance crer^ night, 

He did It with a jealous look, 

And, when he could, would bile 

Ills diet was of wheaten bread, 

And milk, and oats, and straw , 
Thistles, or lettuces instead, 

M ith sand to scour his maw 

On twigs of haw thorn he rivaled, 

On pippins’ russet peel, 
jVnd, when hts juicy salads failed, 

Sliced carrot pleased him well 

A Turkey carpel was his lawai, 

^^’hercon he lo%cd to bound. 

To skip and gamliol like a fawn, 

And Sluing his rump around 
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His frisking wis at cicning liours, 

For then he lost his fmr, 

But most before appronching showers, 

Or wlien a storm drew near 

Eight jears and five round rolling moons 
He thus saw steal awaj, 

Dozing out all his idle noons, 

And e\erj night at plaj 

I kept him for his humour's sake, 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache, 
And force me to a snulc 

But now beneath this walnut shade 
He finds his long last home, 

And waits, in snug concealment laid. 
Till gentler Puss shall come. 

He, still more aged, feels the shocks 
From whidi no care can s.a\c. 

And, partner once of Tincj’s bo\. 

Must soon partake his grarc 
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EPITAPHIUM ALTEllUM 

Hic ctnm jncct, 

Qui totum no\cnnmm \ixh, 
Pas';. 

Sistc pitilispcr, 

Qiu prctcnturus cs, 

Et tecum SIC Tupuli — 
Hunc neque cams vcnaticus, 
Kcc plumbum missile, 

Nee laqucus, 

Nee irabrcs mmii, 

ConfcccTc 

Tamcn mortuus cst — 

Li momr ego 


PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED ' 

A FABLE 

I SHALL not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau 
If birds confabulate or no , 

Tis clear that Ihcj Mere ahTa}'s able 
To hold discourse, at least in fable , 

* It ivas one of the whimsical spcnilations of this philosopher 
that all fahles which asenhe reason and speech to animals should be 
wthheld from children, as heme only s eludes of deception Put 
what child was cicrdcWiicd b> them, or can he, against iheendcnce 
of his sensest 


O 
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An<l even the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret bj the letter 
A story of a cock and bull, 

Must ha\c a most uncommon skull 
It chanced then on a winter’s daj, 

But warm and bright and calm as Ma), 

Tlie birds, conccnang a design 
To forestall sweet St Valentine, 

In manj an orchard, copse, and grove, 
Assembled on afiairs of lose, 

And with much twitter and much chatter 
Began to agitate the matter 
At length a Bullfinch, who could boast 
More ) cars and w isdom than the most, 
Entreated, opening wide his beak, 

A moment's liberty to speak , 

And, silence publiclj enjoined, 

Delitcrcd briclly thus his mmd 
“ Mj friends ! be cautious how jc treat 
The subject upon which we meet , 

I fear we shall haac winter jet ” 

A Finch, whose tongue 1 new no control, 
With golden wing and satin poll, 

A last ) ear’s bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replierl 
“ Methinks Uic gentleman,” quoth she, 

“ Opposite in the apple tree. 

By his good w ill w ould keep us single 
Till jondcr heaven and earth shall mingle , 

Or (which is hkeher to befall) 

Till death exterminate us all 
I many without more ado , 

M} dear Dick Redcap, aahat say you ?” 

Dick heard, and twccdlmg, ogling, bndhng, 
Turning short round, strutting, and sidelmg. 
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Attcstcfl, glad, his approlialion 
Of an inimcihitc conjugaunn 
Tlieir sentiments <0 well cxpTtjs'il 
Influcnccil mightil) the Tirt , 

Ail pair’d, and each pair Imilt a ncM 
But though the birds a ere thus in haste. 

The leaser came on not quite so fast, 

And dcstan), that tomctimcs lieata 
An .aspect stem on man’s affairs, 

Not altogether smilml on theirs 
The wind, of late breathed gently forth, 
Nowshiftcil cast, and cast by north , 

Bare trees and shrubs but ill, jaau bnow, 

Could shelter them from r.ain nr mow 
Stepping into their nests they paddird, 
Tliemscivcs were chill’d, their eggs were .addled , 
Soon every father bird and moUicr 
Grew quarrelsome, and peek'd each other. 

Parted without the least regret, 

Except that thq bad ever met, 

And learned in future to he wascr 
Than to neglect a good adaascr 

MORAL. 

Tilisscs ' the Laic that I relate 
Tins lesson seems to carry ~ 

Choose not alone a proper mate, 

But proper time to many 
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AN EPITAPH 

Here Jics one who n^cr drew 
Blood himself, jet manj slew , 

Ga\ e the gun its aim, and figure 
Made m field, j el ne’er pullcil trigger 
Armeil men ln\ e gladly made 
Him their guide, and lum obejed , 

At his signified desire. 

Would adannee, present, and fire 
Stout he was, and large of limb, 
Scores haac fled at sight of him ! 

And to all this fame he rose 
Onlj folloaaing his nose 
Neptune was he called , not he 
M ho controls the boisterous sea, 

But of happier command, 

Neptune of the furroaa cd land , 

And, jour wonder a am to shorten, 
Pointer to Sir John P/trochmorton 
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A TALEi 

In Scollnnd’s realm, where trees are few. 
Nor even shrubs abound , 

But where, howev'er bleak the \jcw, 

Some better things are found 

For husband there and wife may boast 
Their union undefiled, 

And false ones are as rare almost 
As hedge row in the ^vlld 

In Scotland’s realm forlorn and bare 
This history chanced of late, — 

This historj' of a avedded pair, 

A chaffinch and his mate 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
With gemal mstinct filled , 

They paired, and would have built a nest, 
But foimd not where to build 


1 Thu Laic IS founded on an article of intelligence w hich the author 
found m iho Buckingfiauithire Herald for Saturdaj, June i, 
t793i in the followang words — 

Glasstrv, Hay 13 

“In a block, or pullej, near the head of the mast of a gabbert, 
now 1 > mg at the Broomielaw , there is a clialfmch s nest and four 
eggs. The nest «as built while the \csssl Hj at Greenock, and was 
followed hither by both buds. ITiongh the block is occasiomllj 
lowered for the inspection of the cunous, the birds have not forsaken 
the nest. The cock, hpucicr, \tsiIs the nest hut seldom , while ihe 
hen never leaves it but when she descends to tlie hull for food ’’ 
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The iicatlis imco\cTcd jind the moors 
Eveept with snow and sleet, 

Sea beaten rochs and naked shores, 
Could jacld them no retreaU 

Long time a breeding phcc Ihej sought, 
Till both grew \cxcd and tired , 

At length a ship arnnng brought 
The good so long desired 

A ship 1 — could such a restless thing 
Afford them place of rest ? 

Or was the merchant charged to bring 
The homeless birds a nest ? 

Hush ?— silent hearers profit most, — 
This racer of the sea 

Proved kinder to them than the coast. 
It sen cd them walh a tree. 

lJut such a tree I ’tw-as shaacn deal, 

The tree thej call a mast, 

And had a hollow with a wheel 
Through which the tackle passed 

Within that caritj aloft 
Their roofless home Uicy fixed. 

Form’d walh materials neat and soft, 
Bents, wool, and feathers mixed 


Four i\ory eggs soon pare its floor, 
IVith russet specks bedight , 

The vessel weighs, forsakes t}ic shore, 
And lessens to the sight 
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The mother bird is gone to sea 
As she had changed her kind , 

But goes the male? Far wiser, he 
Is doubtless left behind 

No — soon as from ashore he saw 
The mrigM mansion move, 

He flew to reach it, by a law 
Of never failmg love , 

Then perching at his consort’s side, 
Was briskly borne along, 

The billons and the blast defied. 

And cheer’d her with a song 

The seaman with sincere dehght 
His feather’d shipmates eyes, 

Scarce less exulUng in the sight 
Than when he toivs a pnze 

For seamen much believe m signs, 
And from a chance so new 
Each some approachmg good divines. 
And may his hopes be true 1 

Hail, honour’d land I a desert where 
Not even birds can hide, 

Yet parent of this loving pair 
\Vhom notlung could divide 

And ye who, ratlier than resign 
Your matrimonial plan, 

Were not afraid to plough the bnne 
In company avitli man , 
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For %vhosc lean counlr} much disd-un 
We English often show , 

Yet from n richer nothing gam 
But nantonness and woe , 

Be it )our fortune, jear hy jear, 

The same resource to proia;, 

And maj j c sometimes landing here, 
Instruct us how to lo\c * 


THE FAITHFUL BIRD 

The greenhouse is mj summer scat . 
M) slinibs displaced from tlial retreat 
Enjo) «! the open air , 

Two goldfmdics, whose sprightly song 
Had liccn their mutual solace long, 
Liicd happ) prisoners there 

The) sang as blithe as finches sing 
That flutter loose on golden wng, 

And frolic where the) list , 

Strangers to libcrl), ’tis true, 

But that delight the) ne\ er knew , 

And therefore ne\ er miss«l 


But nature works in c\cry breast, 
With force not casil) suppressed , 
And Dick felt some desires, 
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That, after many an effort vain, 
Instructed hun at length to gam 
A pass between his ivires 

The open window seemed to mvite 
The freeman to a farewell flight , 

But Tom was still confined , 

And Dick, although his way was clear, 
Was much too generous and sincere 
To leave his friend hehmd 

So settling on his cage, by play, 

And chirp, and kiss, he seemed to say, 
“You must not live alone ,” — 

Nor would he quit that chosen stand 
Till I, with slow and cautious hand. 
Returned him to his own 

O ye, who nc\cr taste the joys 
Of friendship, satisfied with noise. 
Fandango, hall, and rout 1 
Blush when' I tell you how a bird 
A prison ivith a fnend preferred 
To hberty without 


THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOWWORM 

A NIGHTINGALE, that all day long 
Hath cheer’d the village wth his song. 

Nor yet at eve his note suspended. 

Nor yet i^en eventide was ended. 
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]3egan to feel, as well he might, 

The keen demands of appetite , 

When, looking cngcrlj around, 

He spied far off, upon the ground, 

A something shining in the dirk, 

And kneu the glowivorm b) his sjurk , 
bo stooping doM n from Inw thorn top, 

He thought to put him in his crop 
Tlic worm, aware of his intent. 

Harangued him thus, right eloquent — 

" Did jou admire mj lamp,” quoth he. 

As much as I jour minstrelsy, 

You would ablior to do me WTong, 

As much as I to spoil jour song , 

For 'iwas the self same power Dmnt 
Taught jou to sing, and me to shine, 

That JOU wath music, I with light, 

Might bcautifj and cheer the night ” 

The songster heard his short oration, 

And, warbling out his approbation, 
Released lum, as mj storj tells, 

And found a supper somewhere else 
lienee jamng scctanes maj learn 
Their real interest to discern , 

That brother should not war wath brother, 
'Vnd worrj and dcsour each other, 

Rut sing and shine with sweet consent, 
Till life’s poor transient night is spent. 
Respecting in each other’s case 
The gifts of nature and of grace 
Those Christians best desen c the name, 
ViTio studiously make peace tlieir aim , 
Peace both the dulj and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him ^fiat flics 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRY 


Ages elapsed ere Homer’s lamp appeared, 

And ages ere the Mantuan Swan was heard , 

To carry nature lengths unknowm before, 

To give a Milton birth, asked ages more 
Thus Genius rose and set at ordered times. 

And shot a day spnng into distant climes , 
Ennobling e\ ery region that he chose, 

He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose. 

And, tedious j ears of Gothic darkness past. 
Emerged all splendour in our isle at last 
Thus loiely halc}ons di\e into the main. 

Then show far oT their shining plumes again 
These were the chief , each interval of night 
Was graced with many an undulating hght , 

In less illustrious bards his beauty shone 
A meteor or a star , in these, the sun 
The nightingale may claim the topmost bough. 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below 
Like him unnoticed, I, and such as I, 

Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly , 
Perched on the meagre produce of the land. 

An ell or two of prospect we command. 

But never peep beyond the thorny bound. 

Or oaken fence, that hems the paddock round 
In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art , 
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Lnngungc nbo\c all teaching, or if taught, 

Only by gratitude and glowing thought, — 

Elegant ns simphaly, and warm 
As ecstasy, unmanaclcd by form, — 

Not prompted, ns in our degenerate days, 

By low ambition and the thirst of praise, 

Was natural as is the flowing stream. 

And yet magnificent, a God the theme. 

That theme on earth cxhausletl, though above 
'Tis found as cicrlosting as His lose, 

Man laiashed all his thoughts on human things, 

The feats of heroes and the waath of kings, 

But still while \irtuc kindled his dchght, 

The song was moral, and so far was right 
'Twas thus till luxury seduced the mind 
To joys less innocent, as less refined. 

Then genius danced a bacchanal, he crowned 
The bnmming goblet, seized the thjTsus, bound 
His brows with ivy , rushed into the field 
Of wild imagination, and there reeled, 

The victim of his own lascivious fires, 

And, dizzy with delight, profaned the sacred w ires 
Anacreon, Horace, played m Greece and Rome 
This Bedlam part , and, others nearer home. 

^^^len Cromwell fought for power, and while he 
reigned 

The proud Protector of the jiowcr he gamed. 
Religion harsh, intolerant, austere, 

Parent of manners like herself severe. 

Drew a rough copy of the Chnstian face 
Without the smile, the sweetness, or the grace , 

The dark and sullen humour of the lime 
Judged every effort of the Muse a enme , 

Verse m the finest mould of fancy' cast. 

Was lumber in an age so v oid of \asle 
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zoy 

Hut when the 'ccond Charlci ^tsttmctl the wi), 

And -iris rc\n\c<l benenth n softer di), 

Then like 1 bow long force<l into n ciine, 

The mind, released from loo constrained n nerve, 
Flew to us first i>osition with a spring 
Tint made the vaulted r<x)fs of pleasure nng 
Ills court, the dtwohitc and hateful schcwl 
Of vvanlonncso, where vice vvas taught bj rule, 
^warmcfl wnth a scribbling herd ns deep inlaid 
\\ ilh brutal lust ns ever Circe made 
I rom these a long succession in the rage 
Of rank obscenity dclniichcri tlieir ngt, 

Nor ceased, till, ever nnaious to redress 
The abu'^es of her sacred charge, the press, 

The Muse instrucicfl a well nurture-d train 
Of aider votanes to cleanse the stain, 

And claim the lulm for purity of song, 

That lewdness had usurped and worn so long 
Then decent pleasantry and sterling sense. 

Tint neither gave nor would endure offence, 
Mliippcrl out of sight, with satire just nnd keen, 

The puppy pad- that had defiled the scene 
In from of Uicsc came Addison In him 
Humour, in holiday nnd sightly trim. 

Sublimity and Attic taste combined, 

To jKihsb, furnish, and delight the mind 
Then Pope, as harmony itself exact, 

In verse well disaplmed, complete, compact. 

Gave virtue and morality n grace 

Tint, quite eclipsing pleasure’s painted face, 

I^vacd a tax of w ondcr and applause, 

Even on the fools that trampled on their Jaws 
Hill he (his musical finesse was such. 

So nice his car^ so delicate his touch) 

Made poetry a mere me'chanic art, 
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And every ^\ irbler has his tunc bj heart 
Nature imparting her saline gift, 

Her senous mirth, to Arbulhnot and Smft, 

With droll sobrielj they raised a smile 
At follj's cost, theinseUcs unmoved the while, 
That constelhlion set, the world in v am 
Must hope to look upon their hi c again 

TahU Tall 


POETIC INSPIRATION 

Nature, exerting an unweaned power, 

Forms, opens, and gives scent to evciy flower , 
Spreads the fresh v erdurc of the field, and leads 
The danang Naiads through the dewy meads , 

She fills profuse ten thousand little throats 
With music, modulating all their notes, 

And charms the woodland scenes and wilds un 
known, 

With artless airs and concerts of her own , 

But seldom (as if fearful of expense) 

Vouchsafes to man a poet’s just pretence — 
Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought, 

Harmony, strength, w ords cxquisitclj sought , 
Fane), that from the bovv that spans the sk) 

Brings colours, dipp’d in heaven, that never die , 

A soul exalted abov c earth , a mind 
Skill’d in the chameters that form mankind , 

And, ns the sun, in rising beauty dress’d, 

Looks to the westward from thc'dapplcrl cast, 
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And marks, whale\ cr clouds may mtcrpose 
Ere } et his race begins, its glonous close. 

An c}e like his to catch the distant goal, 

Or, ere the heels of ^crsc bi^n to roll. 

Like his to shed illuminating rays 
On ever}'- scene and subject it sun cys. 

Thus graced, the man assert’s a poet’s name. 

And the world cheerfully admits the claim 
Pity Religion has so seldom found 
A skilful guide into poetic ground 1 
The flowers would spring where’er she deign’d to 
stray. 

And ever}’ Muse attend her m her way 
Virtue indeed meets many a rhjaning fnend. 

And man} a compliment politely penn’d , 

But, unaltired in that becoming vest 
Rchgion weaies for her, and half undress’d. 

Stands in the desert, shivenng and forlorn, 

A wanlry figure, like a wither'd thorn 

The shelves are full, all other themes are sped, 

Hackney’d and worn to the last flimsy thread , 

Satire has long since done his best, and curst 
And loathsome nbaldry has done his worst , 

Fanc} has sported all her powers away 
In tales, in tnflcs, and in children’s play , 

And ’tis the sad complaint, and almost true, 
^Vhatc’cr we write, we bring forth nothing new 
’Twere new indeed, to see a bard all fire, 

Touch’d with a coal from Heaven, assume tlie lyre. 
And tell the world, still kindling ns he sung. 

With more than mortal music on his tongue. 

That He, who died below, and reigns above, 

Inspires the song, and that His name is Love 

Table-Talk 
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AN EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL.’ 

Dear Joseph — five ^nd twentj jears ago — 

Ala.s, how time escapes I — 'lis e\cn So — 

With frequent intercourse, and nlwijs sweet, 

And always friendly, wc were wont to cheat 
A tedious hour — and now w c never meet 1 
As some grave gentleman in Terence says 
(’Tw as therefore much the same in ancient dayrs), 
Good lack, we know not wliat to morrow brings — 
Strange fluctuation of all human things ' 

True. Changes will iKfall, and friends may part. 

Hut distance only cannot change the heart 
And, were I call’d to prove the assertion Inic, 

One proof should serve — a reference to you 
Wioncc comes it then, that in the wane of life, 
Though nothing have occurr’d to kindle strife, 

Wc find the fnends wc fancied we had won, 

Though numerous once, reduced to few or none? 

Can gold grow worthless that has stood the touch? 
No , gold they seem’d, but they were never such 
Horatio’s servant once, with bow and cringe, 
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge, 

Dreading a negative, and overawed 
Lest he should trespass, begg’d to go abroad 
“ Go, fellow 1 — whither?” — turning short about — 

“ Nay — stay at home — you’re alwayis going out ” 

“ ’Tis but a step, sit, yusl at the street’s end ” — 

“ For what?” — "An’ please you, sir, to sec a friend ” 

" A friend 1” Horatio cried, and seem’d to start — 

’ An eailj fnend of Covvpct’s, who mtrfduDsd him to Thutlow 
He was made the Ch.anccllor’s Secretorj 
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“Yea, marry shall thou, and with all my heart 
And fetch my cloak , for though the night be raw. 

I’ll see him loo — the first I ever saw ” 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild. 

And -was his plaything often when a child , 

But somewhat at that moment pinch’d him close. 

Else he was seldom bitter or morose 
Perhaps, his confidence just then betray’d. 

Ills gnef might prompt him with the speech he made , 
Perhaps ’Lwas mere good humour gave it birth, 

The harmless play of pleasantry and mirth 
Howe’er it was, his language in my mmd. 

Bespoke at least a man that knew mankind 
But not to morabse too mueh, and strain 
To prove an evil of which all complam 
(I hate long arguments verbosely spun). 

One story more, dear Hill, and I have done 
Once on a lime, an emperor, a wise man, 

No matter where, in China or Japan, 

Decreed, that whosoever should offend 
Against the well known duties of a fnend, 

Convicted once, should ever after wear 
But half a coat, and show his bosom bare 
The punishment importing this, no doubt. 

That all was nought withm, and aU found out 
O happy Britain ! we have not to fear 
Such hard and arbitrary measure here , 

Else, could a law like that which I relate 
Once have the sanction of our triple state. 

Some few that I have known in days of old, 

Would run most dreadful risk of catching cold , 

AVhile you, my fnend, whatever wind should blow , 
hlight traverse England safely to and fro. 

An honest man,y:losc buttoned to the chin, 

Broadcloth without, and a warm beat wathin 
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TO THE REV WILLIAM CAWTHORNE 
UNWIN 

Unamn, I should but j11 rcpaj 
The kmdncss of a friend, 

\\'hosc worth desenes as warm a la> 

As c\er friendship pennerl, 

Thy name omitted in a page 
That would reclaim a mcious age 

A union formed, as mine wtli thee, 

Not rashly or in sport, 

May be as fen cnl in degree, 

And faithful in Us sort. 

And may as rich in comfort prove, 

As that of true fraternal love 

The bud inserted in the nnd, 

The bud of peach or rose, 

Adorns, though diflfcnng in Us kind, 

The stock whereon u grows, 

With flower as sweet or fruit ns fair 
As if produced by nature there 

Not nch, I render what I may, 

I seize thy name in haste, 

And place it m this first assay , 

Lest this should prove the last 
Tis where it should he — in a plan 
That holds in anew the goorf of man 
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The poet’s lyre, to fix his fame, 
Should be the poet’s heart , 
Affection lights a brighter flame 
Than ever blazed by art. 

No muses on these Imes attend, 
I sink the poet in the friend 


VERSES TO THE MEMORY OF DR 
LLOYD, 1 OF VrESTMINSTER SCHOOL 

SPOKEN AT THE WESTMINSTER FLECTION NE\T 
AFTER HIS DECEASE, 

Our good old fnend is gone, gone to his rest, 

Whose social converse was itself a feast, 

0 je of nper years, who recollect 

How once ye loved and eyed him Muth respect, 

Both in the firmness of his better day, 

While yet he niled you wth a father’s sway, 

And when impair’d by time, and glad to rest. 

Yet sbll Math looks in mild complacence dresl. 

He took his annual scat, and mingled here 
His spnghtly vein Math yours, — now drop a tear 
In morals blameless as in manners meek. 

He knew no Mash tliat he might blush to speak. 

But, happy m whatever state below. 

And nchcr than the rich m being so, 

1 Translated from the I>.atin verses then spoken, of which Cow per 
sajs, " Their elegance ^11 suflicicntly recommend them to persons 
of classical taste and erudition " 
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Obtain’d the hearts of all, and such a mcetl 
At length from one, as made him ncli indcetl 
Hence, then, )c titles, hence, not wantctl here ' 
Go, garnish mcnl m a higher sphere, 

The brorv's of tliosc, vhose more exalted lot 
He could congratulate, but envied not 
Light he the turf, good senior, on thy breast ' 

And tranquil as thy mind was, be thj rest, 
Though, h% mg, thou hadst more desert than fame, 
And not a stone now chronicles thy name. 


ON THE PROMOTION OF EDWARD 
THURLOW, ESQ, 

TO THE LORD HIGH ClIANCELLORblllP 01 ENGLAND 

Round Thurlow’s head in early jouth. 

And in his sportia c daj'>;. 

Fair Science poured the light of truth. 

And Gemus shed his rajs. 

“ See I” 'wath united uondcr cned 
The experienced and the sage, 

“ Ambition m a boj supplictl 
With all the shill of age ’ 

“ Discernment, eloquence, and grace 
Proclaim him bom to suay 
The balance in the highest pj^ace, 

And bear the palm awaj ” 
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Tlic pni-se l)csto\\c<I ui«i just and \vi<;c , 
lie sprang iinpLluons forth, 

Seairc of conquest where the prire 
Attends superior worth 

So the l>cst courser on the plain 
Lrc ) cl he starts is know n, 

And docs but at the goal obtain 
Wiat all had deemed his own 
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TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ 

B\ AN OIJ) SCIIOOLFFLLOW OF HIS AT WCSiatlSSTFn 

Hastings ' I knew' thee joung, and of a mind 
While joung, humane, comcrsnble, and kind , 
Nor can I well belies e thee, gentle then, 

Now growTi a sallain, and the worst of men 
But rather some suspect, who ha\c oppress’d 
And womed thee, as not themsches the best 
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SONNET TO WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, 
ESQ 

Thy countrj’, Wilberforcc, with just disdain, 

Hears thee by cruel men and impious call’d 
Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthrall'd 
From exile, pubhc sale, and slavery’s chain 

Friend of the poor, the ivrong’d, the fetter gall’d, 
Fear not lest labour such as thme be vain 

Thou hast achieied a part , hast gain’d the car 
Of Britain’s senate to thy glonous cause , 

Hope smiles, joy springs, and, though cold caution pause 
And weave delay, the better hour is near 
That shall remunerate thy toils severe 
By peace for Afhc, fenced ivith British laws 

Enjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
From all the just on earth, and all the blest above. 

y^/n/ 1793 
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LINES COMPOSED FOR A MEMORIAL 
OF ASHLEY COWPER, ESQ, 

IMMEDIATELY AFTER ItlS DE.\TI!, V\ HIS ^EPIIE^\ 
MTLLIAM OF IVESTON 

Farewell ! endued with all that could engage 
All hearts to lo\c thee, both in jouth and age ' 

In pnme of life, for spnghlhncss enrolled 
Among the gay, j ct \ irtuous as the old , 

In life's last stage (0 blessing rarclj found 1 ), 
Pleasant as }outh with nil its blossoms crowneil, 
Through ever}' period of this changeful state 
Unchangctl thyself — avisc, good, affectionate ' 

Marble may flatter, and lest tins should seem 
O’crcEargcd wath praises on so dear a theme, 
Altliough thy worth be more than half supprest, 
Lore shall be satisfied, and \cil the rest. 


/tine 178B 
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SONNET ADDRESSED TO HENRY 
COWPER, ESQ, 

On hts emphaUcal and mitmimg delizery of the defence 
of iVarren Hastings, Esq , in the House of Lards 

COWPER, whose silver voice, tasked somebmes hard, 
Legends prolix delivers in the cars 
(Attentive when thou readest) of England’s peers, 
Let verso at length yield thee thy ]ust reward 

Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard, 

Expending late on all that length of plea 
Tliy generous powers , but silence honoured thee, 
Mute as e'er gazed on orator or bard 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Both heart and head , and couldst w ith music sweet 
Of AtUc phrase and senatorial tone, 

Like thy renowaied forefathers, far and wide 
Thy fame diffuse, praised not for utterance meet 
Of othcri speech, but magic of thy ermt 
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i:PlT\Pn ON DR JOHNSON 

Hrrr John<on lic^, n l>j Ml nllo\\c<l, 

\Mioiu to ln\c brctl nnj well in'vkc Enghnci j)ro«il , 
Whif'C pro'iC wns eloquence, hj wiuloin taugltl, 

The gractful \ehicle of \miious Ihouglit , 

\\llo^c eet-it mi) claim, graac, imeculinc, and strong, 
Superior praiac to the mere poet s song , 

Who man} a noble gift from Heaven jwssessctl. 

Anil faith at la^l, alone worth nil the rest 
O naan, immortal b} a double pruc, 

11} fame on earth, b} glor} in the skies 1 


ON THE LOSS OF THE RO^AL OEORGE 

wpirrcN wiirs thf ^F\\s ARnivrn 

Toi L for the hravcl 
The brave that arc no more 1 
Alt sunl beneath the wave. 

Fast b} their native shore ' 

Light hundred of the brave, 

W hose courage well was tncil. 

Had made the vessel heel. 
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OX OBSERVING SOME NAMES OF 
LITTLE NOTE 

ircornrn is Tiir "mor.iurmA nriTAVMCA ' 

On, forti "vtlcmpt to p'o a <l(nihlcs’; lot 
To mmcs jpnoWe, l)om to be forpol ' 

In %"\in, rccorde<l in histone pngi, 

Tht} court the notice of n future 
Tlirre tinnkhnf; tinj lu«trcs of the lind 
Drop one hj one from I mic’*; ntglcclinj’ Inntl . 
Lcthxnn {pilf" rcccne them tui thej fall, 

Ami dark obimon "soon nbNorlK tliem all 
So when a child (as plajful cliildrcn use) 

Has Imml to tinder a *^ialc last )car's news, 

Tlie flame extinct, he \acws the rosing fire — 
There goes tii) lad), and there goco the squire, 
There goes the jnrson, oh illustrious sparl ! 

And there, scarce less illustrious, goes thu clerk ' 


THE ROSE 

The rose had been washed, just washed in a shower, 
\Mucli Mnrj to Anna conaejed. 

The plentiful moisture cncumlH-red the flower, 

And w cighcfl dowTi its beautiful head 
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The cup was all filled, and the leaves were all wet. 
And It seemed, to a fanciful view. 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret 
On the flourishing bush where it grew 

I hastily seized it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegay, so dnppuig and drowned , 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 

I snapped it — ^it fell to the ground 

“ And such,” I exclaimed, "is the pitiless part 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resigned 1 

" This elegant rose, had I shaken it less, 

Might have bloomed with its owner awhile , 

And the tear that is wiped with a httle address 
Jlay be followed perhaps by a smile.” 


THE POPLAR FIELD 

Tiie poplars arc fell’d , farewell to the shade, 

And the whispenng sound of the cool colonnade ' 

The winds play no longer and sing m the leaves. 

Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives 

Twelve jears have elapsed since I first took a vacw 
Of my favounte field, and the bank where they grew , 
And now m the grass behold they are laid, 

And the tree is my seat that once lent me a shade ' 
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Tht. lihckl'inl lix*; flcti to nnollitr retreat, 

W here the Imcl'' ntfool Inm a •icreen from the heat, 
Vtrd the cecne vhere hia ind<xlj charm’d me before 
Rebounds r'^tth hua succ) flowing dtltj no more 

hJj fepitnc jears arc all hastimj nrvaj, 

Ami 1 rau<t ere Ion;; he as toa,l> as thej, 

3\ 111 ) a turf on ni) breast, nnd n stone at m) licad, 
I're another cuch (^o\c shall arise in its stead 

'Tis a sight to engage me, if anything can. 

To mitsc on tlic perishing plcasnrcs of man 
Tlmugh Ills life Ive a dream, Im. cnjojancnls, I see, 
llasc a being less durable c\cn Uian he 


BOADICEA 
AN onn. 

When the Rntish avarnor queen 
lilecding from the Roman rods, 
Sought, Mith an indignant mien, 
Counsel of her country’s gods, 

Sage beneath a spreading oak 
Sal the Inland, hoarj chief, 
T\cr) burning word he spoke 
1 x/fl of rage and full of grief 
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“ Pnnccss ' if our Tged eyes 

Weep upon thy matchless UTongs, 
’Tis because resentment tics 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

" Rome shall pensh, — ^-nte that iiord 
In the blood that she has spilt , 
Pensh hopeless and abhorred, 

Deep m mm as in guilt 

“ Rome, for empire far renowned, 
Tramples on a thousand states , 

Soon her pride shall loss the ground, — 
Hark 1 the Gaul is at her gates 

“ Other Romans shall arise, 

Heedless of a soldier’s name, 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the pnre. 
Harmony the path to fame 

“ Then the progeny that spnngs 
From the forests of our land. 

Armed uath thunder, clad uath wings. 
Shall a wader world command, 

“ Regions C'esar never knew 
Thy posterity shall sw ay , 

Where his eagles ne\ er flew , 

None invincible as they' ” 

Such the bard’s prophetic words, 
Pregnant with celestial fire. 

Bending as he savept the chords 
Of his sweet but awful lyre 
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She, witli nil a monirdi’s pncle, 

Felt them in her bosom glo\i, 

Rushed to bntUe, fought and died, 

Dying, hurled them at the foe 

“ Ruffians, pitiless ns proud, 

Hea\ cn awards the vengeance due , 
Empire is on us bestoued. 

Shame and rum wait for you ” 


YARDLEY OAK 

SORVIVOR sole, and hardly such, of all 

That once lived here, thy brethren 1 — at my birth 

(Since which I number threescore winters past) 

A shattered veteran, hollow-trunked perhaps. 

As now, and with excoriate forks deform, 

Relics of ages 1 — could a mind, imbued 
With truth from Heaven, created thing adore, 

I might with reverence kneel and worship thee 
It seems idolatry with some excuse. 

When our forefather Druids in their oaks 
Imagmed sanctity 1 he conscience, yet 
Unpunfied by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood dmne. 

Loved not the light, but, gloomy, into gloom 
Of thickest shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled 
Thou wast a bauble once , a cup and ball. 

Which babA might play with , and the thievish jiy, 
Q 
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Seeking her food, wlh case might ha\c purloined 
The auburn nut that held thee, su allowing down 
Thy } et close folded latitude of boughs, 

And all thine emhrjo vastness, at a gulp 
But fate thy growth decreed , autumnal rains 
Beneath thy parent tree mellowed the soil 
Designed thy cradle , and a skipping deer. 

With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, prepared 
The soft receptacle, m which, secure. 

Thy rudiments should sleep the winter through 
So fancy dreams Disproi e it, if j e can. 

Ye reason ers broad awake, whose busy search 
Of argument, employed too oft amiss. 

Sifts half the pleasures of short life away I 
Thou fell’st mature , and in the loamy clod 
Swelling wath vcgetati\e force instinct 
Didst hurst thine egg, as theirs the fabled Twins, 
Now stars , two lobes, protruding, paired exact , 

A leaf succeeded, and another leaf. 

And, all the elements thj pun) growth 
Fostering propitious, thou becamest a twig 
YTio lived w’hen thou wast such? Oh, couldst 
thou speak. 

As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I would not cunous ask 
The future, best unknown, but at thy mouth 
Inquisitix e, the less ambiguous past 
B) thee I might correct, erroneous oft. 

The clock of histor)', facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded facts 
Recovering, and misstated setting right — 

Desperate attempt, till tree shall speak again ' 

Time made thee w hat thou w ast, king of the w oods. 
And Time hath made thee what thou art — a ca\e 
For owls to roost in Once thy sprrading boughs 
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O'crhung the champiign , and the numerous flocks 
Tint gtnied it stood beneath that ample cope 
Uncrow ded, jet safe sheltered from the storm 
No flock frequents thee now 1 hou hast outlncd 
Thj popularilj, and art Iwcome 
(Unless \erse rescue thee awhile) a thing 
I'orgoUen, as the foliage of ihj joulh 

'While thus through all the stages thou hast pushed 
Of treeship — first a se-cdhng, liid in grass , 

Then twig , then sapling , and, as ccnlurj rolled 
Slow after centurj , a giant bulk 
Of girth enormous, wath moss cushioned root 
U plicae ed al)0\e the soil, and sides cmliossed 
With prominent wens globose, — till at the last 
The rottenness, which Time is charged to inflict 
On other might) ones, found also thee. 

What ejthibitioas various hath the world 
W iincsscd, of mutability m all 
That we account most durable below ' 

Change is the diet on which all subsist, 

Created changeable, and change at last 
Dcslro>'s theaii Skie's uncertain, now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Low quenching in a boundless sea of clouds, — 
Calm and alternate storm, moisture and drought, 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
In all that live, plant, animal, and man, 

And in conclusion mar them Nature’s threads, 
Tine passing thought, even in her coarsest works, 
Delight in .agitation, }cl sustain 
The force that agitates, not unimpaired , 

But, worn b) frequent impulse, to tlic cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe 
Thought ^annot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and httle of Ihj lot, thy grow th 
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From 'ilmosl nulhl) into a state 
or matchless grandeur, and declension thence, 

Slow, into such magmficent decay 
Time was when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake thee to the root— and Umc has been 
MTien tempests could noL At thj firmest age 
Thou hadst watliin thy bole sohd contents, 

That might have nbbed the sides and planked the deck 
Of some flaggerl admiral , and tortuous arms, 

The shipuTight’s darhng treasure, didst present 
To the four quartered wands, robust and bold. 
Warped into tough knee-limber, many a load ’ 

Hut the axe spared thee In those thnftier days 
Oaks fell not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
The bottomless demands of contest, waged 
For senatonal honours. Thus to Time 
The task was left to whittle thee away 
Wth his sly scythe, whose ever mbbhng edge. 
Noiseless, an atom and an atom more. 

Disjoining from the rest, has, unobserved, 

Achiev cd a labour, which had, far and wade, 

B) man perform’d, made all the forest nng 
Emhowcll’d now, and of thy ancient self 
Possessing nought hut the scoop'd nnd, that seems 
xk huge throat calling to the clouds for dnnk, 

MTuch it would gi\c in nvulcts to,^thy root, 

Thou temptest none, hut rather much forbid’st 
The feller’s toil, which thou couldst ill requite. 

Yet is thy root sincere, sound as the rock. 

A quarry of stout spurs, and knotted fangs, 

AMuch, crook’d into a thousand whimsies, clasp 
The stubborn soil, and hold thee still erect 
So stands a kmgdom, whose foundation y et 
Fails not m virtue, and in wasdom laid. 

Though all the superstmclurc, by Ae tooth 
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Puh (.nscd of \ cnalitj , 1 sliell 
Stands now, and semblance onl) of itself 
Thine arms have left ihcc Winds ln\e rent 
them off 

Long since, and rorors of the forest wild 

With bon and shaft hare burnt them Some ha\ c left 

A splinter’d stump bleach’d to a snow-) white , 

\nd some memorial none where once they grew 
Ycl life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of wlnt she can, 

E\cn where death predoiiiiiiatcs The spring 
I'lnds thee not less alirc to her sweet force 
Than jondcr upstarts of the neighbouring wood, 

So mudi thy juniors, who their birth rcceucd 
Half a millennium since the date of thine 
But since, although well qualified bj age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor toice 
May be expected from thee, seated here 
On thy distorted root, with hearers none. 

Or prompter, sa\ c the scene, I wall perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own car such matter as I may 
One man alone, the father of us all, 

Drew not his life from woman ne\ cr gazed 
Wblh mute unconsciousness of what he saw 
On all around him learned not by degrees, 

Nor ow’d articulation to his car 
But, moulded by his Maker into man, 

At once upslood intelligent, sun cy’d 
All creatures with prcasion, understoml 
Their purport, uses, properties , assigned 
To cacli his name significant, and, filled 
With lore and wasdoni, rendered back to Hear on 
In praise ham^nious the first air he drew 
He was excused the penalties of dull 
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Minonty No tutor charged his hand 

With the thought tracing quill, or taslvcd his mind 

With problems History, not wanted >ef, 

Leaned on her elbow, watching Time, whose course, 
Eventful, should supply her wth a theme 
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I venerate the man whose heart is warm 
I was a stricken deer that left the herd 

John Gilpin was a citizen ^ 

Just when our drawing rooms begm to blaze 
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Let laurels, drenched in pure Parnassian dews 94 

Leuconomus (beneath well sounding Greek 99 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art SS 

hlan views it and admires, but rests content 65 

Marj’ I I want a lyre with other strings 4 ° 

Nature, exerting an unweaned power aoS 

Now from the roost, or from the neighbounng pale 63 

Obscurest night involved the sky 44 

Oh ! bnght occasions of dispcnsmg good 93 

Oh, fond attempt to give a deathless lot aai 

Oh for a closer ivalk wth God 151 

Oh for a lodge in some vast ivildcmcss 81 

Oh happy shades I to me unblcst 40 

Oh Nymph of transatlantic fame 183 

Oh that those lips had language 1 Life has passed la 

Oh 'tis a sight to be with joy perused 128 

Our good old friend u gone, gone to his rest 313 

Patnots have toil d, and in their country’s cause 73 

Patron of all those luckless brains 176 

Patron of else the most despised of men loi 

Petromus 1 all the Muses weep for thee g6 

Poor, yet industnous, modest, quiet, neat 59 

Round Thnrlow's head in early youth 214 

So glide my life away 1 and so at last 30 

Survivor sole, and hardly such, of all 225 

Sivcet IS the harp of prophecy , too sweet 147 

— ^TcU me, if you can, what power maintains 70 

That ocean you of late surveyed 38 

The Frenchman first in literary fame g8 

The greenhouse is my summer seat 200 

The lord of all, Himself through all diffused 139 

The Lord will happiness divine ij3 

The lover too shuns busmess and alarms 103 

The night was wmter m hts roughest mood 63 

The noon was sh^j , and soft airs ,87 

Q 2 
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Then shame to manhood, and opprobnous more 
The poplars are fell’d farew ell to the shade 
There is in souls a sj mpathy svith sounds 
The rose had been « ashed, just washed in a shower 
These therefore I can pitj , placed remote 
The twentieth j ear is M ell mgh past 
This evening, Delia, j ou and I 
Thj countrj\ Wilberforce, wath just disdain 
Tis morning I and the sun with ruddj orb 
Tis not that Ixdesign to rob 
Tis pleasant tHfough the loopholes of retreat 
'Tis universal sAldiership has stabbed 
Toll for the bravt 

To rise at noon, it slipshod and undressed 
'Twas m the glacl season of spring 


Unwm, I sJiOuld but ill repay 
Vuluous and faithful Hederden, whose skill 
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Weak and irresolute is man 159 

Well, — one at least is safe. One shelter d hare 30 

We too are friends to lojmlty We love 78 

^Vhence is it, that nmiued I hear 39 

When the British ivamor queen 223 

AVhile ihu-teen moons saw smoothly run 160 

William was once a bashful youth 3 

Would roy Delia know if I love, let her take 8 


“ Ye groves,’ the statesman at his desk exclaims 
Yon ancient prude, whose withered features show 


THE END 


PnnUd ^ R. S. R. Clark, Edinburgh 




